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MARRIED AND SINGLE. 



BY AN OLD BAGHELOR. 



A bachelor leads an easy life. — Poeter 

Oke of the most respectable features in French 
society is the colonization of families. The Pa- 
risian hotels are constructed upon a prodigious 
scale ; and when belonging to a family of consi- 
deration^ the various suites of apartments are in- 
habited by its various branches, instead of being 
apportioned to lodgers. A family mansion, in a 
first-^rate situation, is usually devoted, on the 
ground floor, to shops or cffices. The first floor, 
or appartement ShanaMur^ is inhabited by tlie 
heads of the fanuly ; the second, by the married 
sons and daughters ; the third by bachelor sons ; 
and the fourth and moMardt by domestics. In 
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4 MARRIED AND SINGLE. 

some instances, the several households unite at a 
common dinner-table ; in others, they live sepa- 
rately: the stables, offices, and cellars being 
common to the family. 

All this is patriarchal enough. The inexpe- 
rience and pranks of the young are controlled by 
the vicinity of the elders ; and the children of all, 
brought up in happy sentiments of family union. 
Often the warm, snug entresol is inhabited by a 
venerable grandmother, — the presiding influence 
of the house. 

My humble attic overlooks the courtyard of 
one of these nests of Parisian domesticity. A 
magnificent hotel, erected during the regency by 
a celehraied fermier'ffen^ral, has been for the last 
thirty years inhabited by a wealthy banker ; — one 
of ihe class created by Napoleon, as completely 
as the Rue de Rivoli, or the Column of the Place 
Vendfime. — The rez de chattssie is devoted to the 
bureau or banking house of Monsieur Lingot. 
The first floor lodges, towards the street, the 
banker and his lady (a contemporary of the Em- 
press Josephine, who seems to fancy herself the 
contemporary of the Empress Josephine's grand- 
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MARRIED AND SINGLE. 5 

daughters); and towards the courtyard. Mon- 
sieur Paul, his eldest son, — a sober-looking 
gentleman, worthy to succeed to the banking- 
house, and having a young family of sons under 
the training of a sober-looking pedagogue in the 
entresol, in order to succeed him in their turn ; 
with a pretty wife, Madame Paul Lingot, — sober^ 
steadfast, and demure.' 

For eight years past, have I had my eye upon 
the family, — a favoured tribe among the wor- 
shippers of the golden calf, — whose proceedings 
I find rather tantalizing than entertaining. The 
comfortable equipages and handsome horses of 
these people are the cause of bringing the rat- 
tling stable-p£uls and merry songs of grooms and 
helpers forth into the courtyard, on many a spring 
morning when, after a sleepless night, I would 
fain find rest; and, on hungry wintry days, the 
/timet of their soups and ragodts ascends to my 
very window, from the vast kitchen whose batterie 
of copper stewpans glitters within my view, some 
thirty feet below. 

Above, on the first floor, I discern, through 
the four lofty windows of the dining-room, every 
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6 MARRIED AKD SINGLE, 

day at one o'clock, the femily assembling for the 
meal wUch the French call breakfast, and the 
English, luncheon* I can perceive the snow- 
white quality of the damask — the richness of the 
china, outspread upon the buffet fronting the 
windows; — nay, I can even see the maitre-^hdtel 
carving upon the sideboard the fat capons and 
Strasburg pies, and handing them round a table 
steaming with cutlets mounted on silver reckauds, 
and crowded with the china cups of cafS au lait 
of the united family of Lingot* 

Breakfast being cleared away, in an hour or 
two commence preparations for dinner. Freshly- 
trimmed lamps are brought to the buffet; — 
bougie^ are placed in the sconces of the chan- 
delier overhanging the table ; — clean linen is dis- 
tributed by the lingire of the house ; — ^the covers 
are placed in array; — the cruet-stands and salt- 
cellars replenished;— the busy lackies have set 
the room in fair and cheerful array for the &mily- 
party which is to re-assemble at six o'clocL Soon 
afterwards the noble staircase becomes brightly 
illuminated with gas. The carriage of Madame 
Lingot precedes, by half an hour, into the courts 
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yard, the carnage of her daughter»ii>-Iaw« The 
young ladies of the house and their brothers, 
hav0 already dismounted at the door after their 
daily ride in the Bois de Boutogne. From 
entresol to attic, the vast hotel becomes bright* 
ened by sounds and symptoms of habitation ; 
and, but that the crimson curtains of the dining- 
room are shortly afterwards closely drawn, I 
diould be able to behold the family seated at 
their overflowing meal| mutually recounting the 
adventures and pleasures of the day. 

Hitherto, I have described nothing that proves 
the vicinity of the banker^s family an acquisition 
to my airy habitation. The pair of rooks which 
has built, for the last three years, in an opposite 
chimney, are more my companions and more 
amusing in their fussy domesticity. The smart* 
ness of Madame Lingot's waiting«maid is an 
abomination than my sober eyes; and the quantity 
of bandboxes wluch, every winter in Carnival 
time» traverse the courtyard to the second stair- 
case or escatier de service^ a reproach to my con- 
science. Sometimes a carton^ jauntingly borne 
along by a milliner's girl, proclaims the arrival 
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. 8 MARRIED AND SINGLE^ 

of a hat and feathers to shine at one of the court 
balls of the Tuileries. Sometimes, a wooden 
case strapped to the shoulders of a lusty por- 
ter, announces a ball-dress for Madame Paul, 
from the far-famed factory of Madame Oudot- 
Mahony* On New- Year's Eve, arrive legions of 
rocking-horses, waggons, dolls, and play-shops, 
from the costly atelier of Giroux, with a pretty 
trinket-case or two, in mosaic leather, from Fos- 
sin's, containing glittering Strennes^ from the old 
gentleman to his wife, daughters, and daughter- 
in-law. 

It is not cheering to go supperless to bed after 
witnessing all this prodigality of luxury; or to 
reflect, on a solitary pillow, upon the improbabi- 
lity that my literary realizations will ever enable 
me to add a help-mate to the domestic comforts 
of my miserable attic. 

But the consolation and delight of my observa- 
tions on the morrow, used formerly to rest upon 
a certain third floor overlooking the court-yard, 
hitherto undescribed, but afibrding me as much 
amusement as I ever derived from witnessing a 
fashionable farce by Scribe. A gay little suite 
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MARRIED AND SINGLE* 9 

of apartments, au troisi^mrj in the Hotel Lingot^ 
was at that time inhabited by the banker's 
second son, Alphonse ; — a fine young fellow of 
twenty-five, a "gay-spirited dasher, by whom all 
the sympathies of my nature were kept on the 
qui vtve. 

The arrival of his fencing-master, on fine 
spring mornings, gave the signal' for throwing 
open my windows, that I might enjoy a full view 
of his vigorous and graceful attitudes ; and when, 
five minutes after the hour for closing the bank- 
ing-house, (to the desk of which he was chained 
by his father like a galley slave to the oar,) I 
used to see him vault upon his half-bred Ara- 
bian, to gallop off to the Bois de Boulogne, it 
was an indication to me that my morning labours 
were at an end ; and that I might betake my- 
self to the cabinet de lecture to which I subscribe, 
for the perusal of the daily papers, previous to 
repairing to my soupe and bouittiy at a certain 
favourite table (Thote d quinze sousj without bread 
— There was something inspiring to my feelings 
in the hilarity of Alphonse; a freshness in his 
person, a frankness in his manners, a cordiality 
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10 MARRIED AND SINGLE. 

in his smile, even when addressing the grooms 
and helpers by whom some hack on sale was 
trotted round the court-yard for his approbation. 
— He looked so handsome when mounted on 
field-<]ays for his duties as Capitaine de la Garde 
Nationale d Chevalj that I wondered his' father 
should choose to make a banker of him ; and did 
not wonder to find how little it was his choice to 
be a banker. 

I could always detect within six hours, by the 
sudden change in Alphonse's demeanour, the 
moment of old Lingot's periodical commercial 
visits to Brussels and Frankfort No more wait^ 
ing for the regular hour of shutting up shop.— • 
Off to Tortoni's, before it was open; — off to the 
Bois before it was closed; — and never home 
again till half-an-hour after the ringing of the 
dinner-bell ! — If snow were on the ground, I 
prepared myself for the jingling of sledge-bells, 
and the glancing of Alphonse's handsome irai" 
neatly — a gliding salamander, across the court- 
yard; having his pretty sister-in-law seated be- 
tween the wings, with Alphonse holding lightly 
over her head the Morocco reins of his wildly 
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MARRtSD AND UNQLC. 11 

prancing hone. It was a comfort to me, by the 
way, to hear the jingling recttr, and ascertain that 
the little party was safe home again. 

Towards evening, throughout the carnival, I 
was on the watch to see his vaietKie-chambr^ (a 
far finer gentleman than the master) steal up the 
escalier de service^ with a masquerade-dress hang- 
ing on his arm, a Pierrot's pointed beaver in his 
hand, or a brigand's cap, or some other intima- 
tion that Alphonse was to spend the night at 
Musard's, Valentino's, or some of the second-rate 
bak masques ; where Parisian dandies, though 
not ashamed of seeing, are ashamed of being 
seen. On Saturday nights, however, apportioned 
to the bals masques de FOperOj (where folly and 
licentiousness are paraded at a higher cost, and 
it is consequently no disgrace to shew one's &ce), 
I used to observe my young neighbour making 
an elaborate toilet at eleven o'clock, as if pre- 
paring for one of Madame Appony's or Monsieur 
Rothschild's f^tes; and, one mysterious Sunday 
morning of the Carnival, when I had sneaked, 
out of the parte cochire to early service, between 
seven and eight o'clock, I saw Alphonse step, at 
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12 MARRIED AND SINGL£« 

the corner of the street, from a handsome car- 
riage, in which sat a lady in an elegant black 
domino, closely masked ; and heard her mingle 
in her adieus to her handsome cavalier, an in- 
junction not to follow the carriage. — It was evi- 
dent that he had passed the night at the hal de 
V Opera with some fair unknown. — I had half a 
mind to follow the carriage, and detect her. The 
lady^s prohibition did not extend to me* But, 
on second thoughts, I amended my motion, and 
proceeded decently to church. 

It was amazing the number of triangular notes 
and billets on coloured paper, that flew up the 
escalier de service towards the door of Alphonse's 
antechamber. The letters of the rest of the 
family were left, according to Parisian custom, at 
the porter's lodge ; but these private and confi- 
dential missions were to be expressly delivered, 
by the pages, jochies, or commissionnaires by 
whom they were brought, to the hands of either 
Alphonse or his valet. An answer was to be 
waited for; and often were the shutters of the 
young man's bedroom thrown open an hour be- 
fore the usual time, to enable him to decipher the 
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delicate handwriting) d pattes de mouche^ which 
upbraided him with a promise broken, or exacted 
promises for the future. 

I could always ascertain, even without examin- 
ing the livery of the page, or ragged jacket of the 
commissionaire^ whether the epistle in hand were 
a first efPiision, — the opening of a new negotia- 
tion. On such occasions, Alphonse would throw 
himself out of bed, fling on his dressing-gown of 
Persian silk, and, seated close beside the win- 
dow, devour every syllable of the exciting billet. 
Once, (it was in the merry month of May), I 
detected him pressing to his lips a dainty little 
despatch, of which the bearer was a chasseur in a 
flaming livery. Yet, only six weeks afterwards, 
when the same chasseur made his fortieth visit 
to the house, instead of so much as rising to do 
honour to the correspondence, I saw the letter 
delivered to him in bed; and almost fancied I 
could detect a yawn while he was perusing it, 
through the half-drawn muslin curtain, veiling 
the open window. 

The gayest scenes enacted in Alphonse's 
bachelor-hall, were on Sunday mornings from 
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14 MARRIED AND SINGLE. 

nine to twelve, between April and June. From 
the periodical regularity of their vudts, I con- 
ceive that the noisy fellows who on these occa- 
sions crowded his rooms, w^re young men of 
commercial or official pursuits, enjoying, like 
himself, their weekly hoUdsiy^^dies non for the 
daves of Mammon* 

Such hearty laughs as used to greet my ears, 
when his windows were thrown open by the 
earliest of his guests! — All were as much at 
home there as Alphonse. — Some leaned out of 
the window, with Turkish pipes in their mouths; 
others were busy with Alphonse's foils; others 
with his sparring gloves; while some weve ex- 
amining his newspapers, or his new detonator, 
or a pair of Lepage's patent pigeoners. I could 
hear the click of the locks as they tried them, 
and see the flash in the pan. I once heard 
high words pass between Alphonse and one of 
the wildest and handsomest of his comrades, 
who, having seized a letter from the secretaire^ 
was only prevented reading it aloud by having 
it wrested from his hand ; and half-feared the 
affiray might lead to a more serious use of 
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these alarming implements. But friends good- 
hmnouredly interfered. Hands were shaken be- 
fore they parted. Next day, I met them driving 
out together in the tilbury of young Lingot; and) 
in the course of a few weeks, having watched 
the same dandy accompany home Alphonse with 
hurried steps, observed the secretaire again 
opened, the secret drawer spring out, and a 
rmdeau of Louis torn open, and poured by Al- 
phonse into the hands of his agitated friend* 
From his vehemence of grateful hand-shaking 
at parting, it was plain the money was not given 
in payment of a debt; and I loved my yoimg 
neighbour from the glee with which, on the de- 
parture of his friend, he carolled forth the cava- 
tina of the Postilion de Longjumeau in a voice 
that Duprez might have envied. 

My observations, however, were not always 
equally favourable to Alphonse. There was a 
young peasant girl, in a clean starched laced 
cap, with pink ribands, and a dose^fitting chintz 
boddice, who appeared to me to descend at very 
extraordinary hours the escalier de service; and 
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16 MARRIED AND SINGLE. 

I could never perceive that she ascended higher 
than the floor of his apartment She was evi- 
dently one of the pretty paysannes from the 
c6te of Suresne, where Monsieur de Lingot has 
a villa. But from the caution with which the 
damsel was escorted in and out of the house by 
Felix the valet, I could see that she had no 
legitimate pretext for her visits. I wish poor 
Perrette had not made her entrance so late, or 
her exit so early. There was something crooked 
in the business. 

One day, I traced her distinctly into Alphonse's 
sitting-room, with her apron to her eyes; and 
in the course of the same day, the old banker, 
whom I never before beheld in his son's apart- 
ments, was closeted with him for more than an 
hour. I never saw the starched cap on the 
third-floor story after that morning. Alphonse 
was sadly out of spirits for nearly a month after- 
wards ; but there was no yawning, — no lounging 
with a meerschaum, — as during the reign of the 
lady of the green and silver chasseur. On the 
contrary, he sat hour after hour, reading soberly 
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I^ARKIED AND SINGLE. 17 

near the window, where stood a flower-pot of 
sweet basil — ^too humble a thing to have been 
more than a village offering. 

Soon afterwards, the neat court-yard of the 
banker was littered with straw; waggons and 
carts were packing, and post-horses arriving, 
with prodigious cracking of whips, to carry off 
two coachfuls of the Liugot family to their 
country-house near Laon. I grew sad when I 
saw the young ladies' saddle-horses led away in 
their stable-cloths, and Madame Paul's gay 
britsczka attached to the rear of one of the 
wagons. I knew by experience what a vacuity 
it would cause in my life to look out upon a 
silent court-yard, green with weeds, and rows 
of shuttered windows, instead of upon the gay 
doings of the wealthy family. 

They departed. Not a creature was left in 
the hotel but the compting-house slaves, and 
the porter and his wife; from whom I could 
have found it in my heart to ask for the gift 
of the pot of basil, which stood drooping on 
Alphonse's window ledge. In spite of occa- 
sional showers, the plant withered in the summer 
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drought: grew first yellow — then brown. At 
length, the gnats disdained to swarm round it 
any longer. — It was dead I 

Early in September (a month previous to the 
usual return of the family to Paris), I perceived 
an unusual stir in the hoteL The window- 
shutters of a hitherto uninhabited second apart- 
ment on the second floor, were thrown open ; the 
smell of paint soon became perceptible; then 
came paper-hangers, then upholsterers. Delicate 
curtains of figured muslin were fluted into the 
windows, and I discovered no more of what was 
passing within. The family took possession of 
the hotel for the winter. The dinner bell rang, 
and the gas flamed as usual on the stairs. The 
maitre^fT hotel cut up his capons, and the young 
ladies resumed their rides in the Bois. 

In winter, I was always accustomed to see less 
of Alphonse ; so that I was not surprised to hear 
no gay laughs, and no snatches of opera times 
from his vdndow. Before Christmas, however, 
I saw him cross the court-yard one morning in a 
toilet of unusual elegance. Staub and Blin had 
evidently done their best ; and the hand of Boivin 
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MABSIEB AND SINGLE. 19 

was (fiscemible in the folds of his cravat. The 
court-yard soon became filled with carriagiQ3; 
and that evening, every window of the hotel was 
streaming with lights. It was clear that Madame 
de lingot had commenced her soiriea several 
weeks earlier than usual. 

I now noticed that Alphonse's shutters were 
rarely opened. He was perhaps gone to Com- 
piegne or Fontainbleau for a partie de chasse ; 
or his father might have despatched him to 6er» 
many, on some commercial speculation. He 
was a loss to me. I almost ceased to interest 
myself in the affidrs of the house. At length? 
having drawn one afternoon towards the window 
to extricate a hair from my pen, I plainly saw my 
young frieud hand a pleasant-looking girl into a 
handsome chariot in the porte cochire ; and» 
when it had driven o£F, return slowly into the 
house. Nevertheless, the shutters of the third 
floor were as strictly closed as usual. — Where 
could he be lodged?. The truth glanced into 
my mind. — Alphonse was married I The pretty 
girl and chariot were his property ; and the apart- 
ment with the fluted muslin curtains, the retreat 
of their honey-moon I — 
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It was now with a very heavy heart that I 
g^zed upon the closed Persiennes of the third 
floor; for I knew that there would be ho more 
joyous Sunday morning meetings, — no more 
fencing bouts, — no more sparring, — no more Pos^- 
tillon de Longjumeau! — When spring dawned, 
the windows were daily thrown open by the 
frotteurs of the house ; but the rooms within had 
a look as though their owner were dead. No 
muslin curtains to the windows,r— no sheets on 
the single bed, — no stirring about of the crim- 
son dressing gown, — no examining of flints, or 
crossbows, or Lepage's pistols. — By some strange 
oversight, the pot of dead basil, instead of being 
wholly removed, was pushed out of sight upon 
the leads, where it^ was visible only to myself, 
from my opposite window. 

No one ever seemed to enter the rooms but 
the frotteurs and the spruce valet who had re- 
placed Felix; and who came occasionally to 
dust the arms, suspended in racks to the wall, 
and certain wild boars' heads which hung in the 
fencing-room, as trophies of Alphonse's hunting 
feats. These seemed to be attacked by moth ; 
for, in the month of March, five grinning 
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monsters were hung out of the windows to take! 
the air, displaying their fangs to me for several 
weeks, in place of the joyous countenances of 
Alphonse and his companions. 

Thus passed away a twelvemonth. My fa- 
vourite was lost to me. More frequent dinner 
parties were given in the state-rooms below; 
and my rest was oftener disturbed by calling up 
the carriages for Madame de Lingofs ball. But, 
throughout that winter I saw no masquerade 
dresses carried up the back stairs, — no billet- 
douxs, — ^no gay sledges dashing over the snow. 
And when May brought into their flush of bloom 
the two venerable Judaea trees, which twist their 
trunks in the courtyard, instead of accompanying 
his young sisters in their ride to the Bois, I more 
than once observed him saunter into the chariot 
of his young wife whose step was now growing as 
heavy as the countenance of her husband. 

At the end of the year, when the family re- 
turned as usual from their country seat, I began 
to detect the form of Alphonse wandering occa- 
sionally like a spectre through his old apartments. 
My favourite had lost his gallant air and smiling 
countenance ; but I knew him in a moment. 



Digitized 



by Google 



23 MARRIED AND SINGLE. 

He went there apparently to peruse and answer 
certain private letters, and was careful to bolt 
the doors on his arrival; for I never saw any 
person follow him to his retreat, though, more 
than once while he ensconced there, a white hand 
drew slighdy aside the fluted muslin curtains of 
the second floor, and a female head inclined, as 
if gazing down into the court-yard towards the 
stables, to ascertain whether the truant w^e 
betaking himself to lus tilbury or saddle-horse 
for an excursion; or whether his pretext were 
true of repairing to the banking-bouse to please 
his father by a diligent day*s work. 

I almost feared his numriage might be a less 
happy one than I could desire. The bride was, 
of course, wealthy ; because the extent of Al< 
phonse's fortune must, ncoording to Frendi cus- 
tom, decide the amount of her own* But had 
she been in all else equally worthy of him, how 
was I to account for the many a half hour I now 
beheld him pacing up and down those cold 
cheerless rooms, as if any escape from his own 
were acceptable to his feelings ? — 

At length, I was witness to an incident which, 
with all my partiality, I could not altogether 
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tipprave. One momiiig last sununer^ floon 9&est 
daybreak, I beheld Alpibonae fidgeting up and 
down his old diamber, and bokiiig eveiy now 
and Qnm at his watch, as if expecting some per- 
son by appointment. — Was it a don? — iio ! the 
overflowing prosperity <^ the Lingots forbade all * 
idea of such an alarm. Affloenee poured its 
treasures upon their heads; and everythiBg in 
the house seemed to move on invisible gokk» 
castors* It certainly was not pecuniary difficulty 
whidi caused the untimely restlessness of the 
second son on the second floor. 

The mystery was soon ex{dained. Hiere 
scudded along the court-yard a woman» holding 
a young child in her arms; who, from her air 
and the direction she was taking, I conceived to 
be die wife of one of the coadmien or grooms. 
But, no! — she entered the sade door, and as* 
cended the escalier de service ! — I saw her pause 
at the back door of Alfonso's rooms, unpin and 
repin her shawl, diake the flummer dust from her 
feet, and occupy sevecal minutes in adjusting the 
simple dress of her little boy. 

Yet all this preparation was not coquetry. I 
am convinced the young woman was only taking 
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time to recover herself, and that she scarcely 
knew what she was doing. On lifting up her 
head from leaning over the child, her eyes were 
red and her cheeks colourless ; and it was then 
I recognised the face once so blooming under the 
starched cap with pink ribbons, and now so care- 
Worn under the bonnet demonstrating that the 
peasant girl was metamorphosed into a Parisian 
bourgeoise ! — 

She knocked, and was instantly admitted — It 
was wonderful with what emotion Alphonse de 
Lingot strained that little fellow in his arms, 
kissed his fair cheeks, examined his little limbs, 
— and even took the rude shoe from his little 
foot, as if curious respecting the conformation of 
the child. — I never saw a finer boy. And Al- 
phonse seemed to think so too, for he was never 
weary of admiring him and covering him with 



The mother stood weeping humbly at a dis- 
tance, as though overpowered by his tenderness, 
towards her oflFspring. But I saw no more. — I 
fancy I was weeping too ! 
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On the coast of Lancashirei within distant view 
of the ruins of Fumess Abbey, lies a small ter- 
ritory, an island or peninsula according to the 
ebb or flow of the tides that lave its fiat and un- 
fruitful shores. At noon, perhaps, the traveller 
beholds it an islet, moored, as it were, under the 
protection of the main land; isolated and cheer- 
less, containing — in the midst of the forty acres 
of arid land which centuries of cultivation have 
barely redeemed from barrenness — a single dwel- 
ling ; a small farm, the rosemary bushes of whose 
garden-encloisures fonn the nearest approach to a 
tree discernible in the place. 

But a few hours later the dreariness of Hailisle, 

c8 
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(or Helisle, as it is pronounced by the fishermen 
of the coast,) is in some degree relieved by the 
re-appearance of the hard smooth sands, a quarter 
of a mile in extent, connecting it with the Lan- 
cashire coast. It now assumes the aspect of a 
rude nook of earth, ribbed from the neighbouring 
farms by the firm compact terrace which aflPords 
a delightful and exhilarating walk to the inmates 
of that solitary abode. 

Viewed from the house, however, the scene 
assumed a totally different appearance. Persons 
accustomed to the rich garniture of inland land- 
scape, with its contrasting features of hill, dale, 
or mountain, — river, lake, or torrent,— verdant 
pasture or golden plain, — are apt to tax a marine 
prospect with monotony. But ask the abiders 
by the great deep whether they ever experience 
the sense of satiety arising from sameness of 
object ? It is not alone the vast transition from 
the smooth surface of the summer sea to the 
boiling, seething fury of the mighty ocean labour- 
ing with the terrors of the storm, which vary their 
unspeakable extent of prospect. A thousand.in- 
termediary changes are hourly, momently, per- 
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ceptible. Not a cloud sailing across the sunny 
sky, — and ocean-skies teem with those humid 
exhalations^ — but casts a correspondent shadow 
on the surface of the waters, darkening their blue 
to purple, or changing their glossy green to the 
tinges of th^ dying dolphin. The " seachanges'* 
of a marine view are in fact so infinitely mul- 
tiplied by the effects of wind and weather, tide 
and time, that from the first gleam of morning 
to the last of evening twilight, too wonderful a 
succession of beauties presents itself to the ob- 
servant eye, for the commemoration of pen or 
pencil. 

But independently of its fine prospects of the 
open sea, the farm of Helisle commanded a coast- 
view of unusual interest. Though immediately 
adjoining the spot the shore presented only a 
gravelly bank; at the distance of half a mile 
along its windings, commences the beautiful 
mountainous ridge shelving to the sands of Fur- 
ness from the lofty heights diversifying the district 
of the lakes. From these, with their changeful 
mists or clear prominence against the sky, Helisle 
borrows another source of endless variety ; and 
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while the dainty tourist might pronounce this 
region of gulls and curlews, remote from city, 
town, or even village, the most desolate fragment 
of a suflBciently desolate country, the dwellers on 
the spot found in its exciting breezes and varying 
tides, as attractive a play of features as q^er 
brightened the serene countenance of solitude. 

Yet the inmates of the secluded house were 
people who had seen the stir and tumult of the 
world ; had sat and even presided at good men's 
feasts ; having retired to the precarious shelter of 
that comfortless stbode neither from disgust at the 
pddiness of the crowd, nor a milder frame of self- 
denying philosophy. They came there all but 
penniless; — they still abided there, miserably 
poor. — But though Master Warnford's wife was 
saluted by her humble neighbours of the coast 
as " Mistress" or " Dame," she had claim to the 
right honourable title of " the Lady Anne," being 
daughter to one of the proudest peers of England; 
by whom, on her rash marriage at sixteen with 
the younger son of one of Cromwell's upstart 
generals, she had been cast off and renounced for 
evermore. 
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The Earl of Luttrell, by whose undue domestic 
severity the ear of his daughter was first inclined 
towards the first lovesuit tendered to her charms, 
resented with harshness the rash step his harsh'* 
ness had brought about; and though, for five 
years after their marrmge, the Wamfords enter- 
tained no doubt of his eventual pardon, they were 
at length forced reluctantly to admit that all hope 
was lost of Lord Luttrell's secession from his oath 
to behold his daughter's face no more.— They now 
felt that they should have dealt more sparingly 
with the small patrimony derived by Wamford 
from his deceased parents ; which was all but dis- 
upated in the belief that, after a certidn period of 
estrangement, the earl would recal his daughter 
to his favour, and restore her to her rights upon 
his inheritance. 

But this expectation was extinguished. A 
stanch adherent of the House of Stuart, to whose 
haughty and obdurate despotism the fnulties of 
his own nature bore considerable afiinity, the 
earl had in his time been exposed to insidt and 
injury at the hands of the Roundheads; and his 
narrow spirit took delight in revenging on the 
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son and grandchildren of General Warnford the 
long-smarting wounds of his self-love ; regardless 
that in the veins of the latter was flowing the 
blood of progenitors whom he worshipped with 
all the paltry adulation of family pride. Reject- 
ing every overture of reconciliation from his 
daughter, he left her letters of entreaty unan- 
swered, and at length returned theix^ unopened ; 
till Warnford, who, at thirty years of age, had 
progressed from the romantic youth into a dis- 
appointed, gloomy, helpless, hopeless man, in- 
sisted that she should humiliate herself and him 
no more by the renewal of these unavailing soli- 
citations. 

From the period of their imprudent marriage, 
the young people had inhabited a small house 
in the little capital of the county-palatinate, of 
which Wamford's mother was a native; and 
there, in attempting to secure to the lovely Lady 
Anne, whom he had allured while a student of 
Oxford from her father's stately mansion in 
the neighbourhood of the university, some por- 
tion of the comforts of her luxurious home, his 
substance had dwindled away. At thirty, he was 
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the father of two children, a girl and boy ; with 
barely the means of maintenance for his single 
self. 

" We shall starve, — we and these helpless 
ones must starve !" was Wamford's desponding 
ejaculation, on the night when Lord Luttrell's 
silent rejection of his daughter's last petition 
satisfied them that all expectation of succour 
from his mercy was at an end. " Our debts in 
this place nearly equal the small remnant of 
my means. I have no friends, no kinsmen, 
no interest to push me forward in the world.^ 
Though the slightest word from Lord Luttrell's 
lips would, without diminishing by a doit the 
property he prizes so dearly, secure me from the 
king's government the occasion to work out my 
independence and bestow an education on our 
children, we must sink still lower in the scale of 
misery ; — ^must work — ^must want — and perhaps 
work and want in vain. — Perhaps, with our best 
efforts, these babes may sink under their priva- 
tions ; and you, my patient, suffering wife, prove 
unable to confront the hardships we have no 
longer hope to overcome. — Would — would that 

c 3 
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I had died) ere I persuaded you to desert your 
prosperous and bright career, for the cheerless 
home of an obscure and poverty-stricken man !" 

" Have you courage to say this?" faltered his 
wife, who sat rocking with one foot the cradle of 
their elder child, and holding in her arms the 
noble infant she had just hushed o£P to sleep 
upon her bosom, ^^ when you know that my sole 
solace in my troubles, is the belief that life 
would have been worthless in your eyes un- 
shared by the wife and children who are weigh-- 
ing you down to poverty ?" — 

" And so it would ! " cried Warnford, with 
rapid utterance. "You have been, — you are — 
you ever will be — ^the crown and glory of my 
days. The sight of these children and their 
tender caresses would be as a foretaste of 
heaven, but for the anxieties for their future 
welfare darkening my soul. But to know that, 
grievous as are the straits to which my rashness 
has reduced you, they must become a thousand- 
fold more cruel, distracts my very reason. You, 
so tenderly reared — so cared for that your foot 
fell upon velvet and not a breath was suffered to 
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blow on your fragile youth, — ycu to labour, — 
ycu to need the common necessaries of life I — O 
why was I tempted to do this thing, and how 
shall I abide the sight of your wretchedness ?'* — 
"Cheer up, WamfordI" — cried the kind* 
hearted being, whose nature was a nature of 
love,— sparing one hand from her little charge 
to extend it to the ready caress of her husband. 
— " If this be all, cheer up I — You know me 
only as the thriftless, giddy girl,— the dainty, 
tender woman. — Henceforward you shall see 
me the stirring matron, — the careful housewife. 
Love would be a pitiful thing did it suggest no 
higher proof of its strength than honeyed words 
and idle fondling, such as I have, perhaps, 
wearied you withal. But it has a power and 
courage of its own ! — Trust me, it has a power 
and courage of its own ! — a power to act, a 
courage to bear, which constitute a yet more 
intimate portion of its happiness. Had we been 
prosperous, — world-seekers, pleasure-hunters^ 
wasters of the gawds and luxuries of life — sweet 
protestations and tender embraces had been the 
utmost proof in my power that never have I 
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repented the act suggested by the wantonnedd 
of girlish preference. My reason now confirms 
my choice. The blessing of God decrees that 
the vows so lightsomely sworn, can now be 
renewed in all the solemnity of womanly truth ; 
and to that first sweet promise to love and 
honour, in sickness and in health, to take for 
richer for poorer, for better for worse, — I super- 
add a pledge that, knmving the poorer^ and 
having experience of the worse^ I would still 
bear all, and more also, for your sake." — 

Wamford made no reply. He was labouring, 
with a strong man's efibrt, to restrain the tears 
that would have fain burst forth from the inmost 
recesses of his heart He was too proud to weep 
in her presence, — too agonized to speak. — 

" You think, perhaps," added Lady Anne, in 
a lower voice, "that this fortitude will not abide; 
that poverty is a gnawing thing which devours 
the strongest courage. — Try me! — I have the 
consciousness of a stronger mind, — ^a yet more 
enduring patience. — I defy the cares or wants of 
life to do more than bow down my body to 
death, — they shall neither tire my submission 
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nor exhaust my tenderness for you and those 
whom you have given me !" 

He was about to answer, when, pressing his 
hand fervently with the soft* slender fingers in 
which it was still enveloped, she added, " One 
word more ! — I have a condition to affix to my 
devotedness. — I must have you cheer your spirits 
for my sake — I must have you up B,nd bestir 
yourself I — I must have you persevere to a good 
end ! — I will labour cheerfully, but you must be 
my help-mate and companion. 1 will oppose a 
cheerful face to sorrow; but yours must no 
longer wear a frown. We are not utterly de- 
serted of Heaven. We have youth and health ; 
and for how many of the creatures of God, do 
these form a sufficient provision ! — Such fair and 
promising children are not vouchsafed to us in 
vain.— They are given us as pledges of better 
days ; — they are given us as an encouragement to 
bear and to forbear ; — they are given as an incite- 
ment to our efforts, and a comfort to our cares. 
For them, dearest, and for me, look to the brighter 
side of things. If I do not forget my father, I 
have at least forgotten my father's house ; nay. 
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I have forgotten all, save love and duty, — love 
that makes duty light, and duty that sobers and 
consecrates the sportiveness of love. — Low as we 
are in life, I am happy. Be happy too, and 
nothing will be left me to desire." 

And thus cheered and comforted, there was 
hope by the desolate fireside of the necessitous 
man. 

But this was not all. Words of solace were 
not the only offering of the good and tender 
wife. She had words of counsel, too, for his 
ear; which, after much debate, tended to a 
happy issue. — 

Lady Anne persuaded him to quit Lancaster, 
— to renounce the intercourse of those of their 
own degree ; — people who loved them no jot the 
better for attempts to maintain a position in life 
ruinous to their narrow fortunes. After much 
seeking, they found notice at an attorney's ofBce 
of a vacancy at the miserable farm of Helisle ; 
and nearly the remainder of Wamford's heritage 
was expended in the necessary outlay for lease, 
stock, and plenishing. — Having settled them- 
selves thus, at the extremity of civilization, they 
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resigned all pretence to gentleness of condition, 
and the pomps of life ; worked hard, fared hard ; 
and after two years buffetting between necessity 
and the lingering influence of their early breed- 
ing, found their refinement of nature and senti- 
ment worn down to the exigences of their con- 
dition. Algernon Wamford held the plough 
which was to procure bread for his children; 
while Mistress Wamford tended the two lean 
milch-kine, which afiPorded their chief subsbt- 
ence. 

The unfruitful soil was such as to tax the 
utmost efforts of the inexperienced husband- 
man. The peasant's boy and girl hired to assist 
the labours of the distressed family, gave only 
trouble by their ignorance. But in the sequel, 
perseverance prevailed. Though he who, as a 
gentleman, had been a bad scholar, proved as a 
farmer an indifferently agriculturist, the effort 
of being up early and late, toiling through sum- 
mer's sun and winter's frosty overcame as provi- 
dence hath promised, the stubborn curse of 
nature ; and at the close of five years of heavy 
labour, the Wamfords were not only able to 
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maintain their elder children, and a younger, — 
an ocean pearl, born in the briny solitude of 
Helisle — but had amassed great store of wealth 
— a press full of linen, spun under their roof, — 
several articles of household furniture, the pro- 
duct of their united ingenuity ; — and, above all, 
a stout coble-boat, which, with the aid of an 
able builder from Whitehaven who passed a 
couple of summer months domiciled with them 
at the farm, Wamford had launched with great 
ceremony from the stocks, and christened and 
painted with the auspicious name of ^^The Anne 
of Helisle/* — It may be doubted whether the 
Earl of Luttrell who was now ofEciating in 
his frivolous old age as Lord Chamberlain to 
his most gracious majesty, had in the interim 
achieved any effort half so gratifying ! 

Nor was the ornamental department neglected. 
Wamford had retouched and whitewashed, within 
and without, the plaster walls of the little dwel- 
ling; had contrived a rude carpet of sheepskins 
for the portion of the hall or kitchen specially 
habited by his wife, and had even planted the 
spot of ground beneath her window with hedges 
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of fragrant rosemary, which, as its name de- 
noteth, rejoices in the dew of the sea. For the 
searspray reached it there. On winter nights, 
the humbleness of the one-storied mansion was 
its sole security against the tremendous storm- 
bursts of the Irish channel ; and often, when 
signals of distress boomed from the offing. Mis- 
tress Wamford would start from her pillow, and 
with a prayer of intercession for the souls in 
peril, bless the roof that gave such comfort- 
able shelter to the helpless ones whom her soul 
loved. 

In fine weather, she and her children, — ^more 
especially her son Walter, — accompanied Wam- 
ford when his day's labours were done, in an 
evening sail, coasting those beautiful shores. Or 
she would follow him to the mainland, when 
business ^carried him to market at Dalton or 
Rampside, for a kindly visit to the wives of one 
or two small farmers, with whom they main- 
tsdned interchange of goodwill, — borrowing or 
lending, — nursing or claiming tendance in sick- 
ness, exchanging a basket of fish for a brood of 
early chickens, or a measure of rapeseed or 
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yarn, for fagot-wood or turf. It was one of the 
sacrifices exacted of Warnford's pride by his 
more nobly-constituted wife, that he should 
stoop in all things to his altered condition ; and 
live, and let live, with those among whom Pro- 
vidence had appointed their career. 

There was old Hal Hobbs and his dame, 
cotters on the Candish estates, which extend 
along the coast by Fumess, who thought the 
month a long one in which Mistress Wamford, 
or her good man, forgot to bring Watty and 
Leeny to taste their honey, or garden berries. 

"Marry, the boy and girl were so sprightly, 
yet so jaunty and well-spoken withal," that the 
old people hailed the coming of the young 
mother, (with her large loving eyes beaming 
tenderness on the fair child, the young Lucy, 
that stUl lingered in her arms, from fondling 
more than helplessness,) as a festival in their 
life of labour. 

But as years drew on, the mother, as by 
nature appointed, began to outweigh the wife in 
the bosom of Lord Luttrell's daughter. She 
had borne cheerfully with her lot for herself, 
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and for her husband ; she could not be so easily 
contented for her children. Her mind, and 
that of Wamford, had been formed by early 
education; and though no leisure or opportunity 
was left them now for indulgence of scholarship^ 
they knew enough to- derive double enjoyment 
from the phenomena of nature, which afforded 
the recreation of their uneventful lives. — But 
the children had no books — no instructors; and, 
engrossed by the homely industry indispensable 
to their support, their parents could do little in 
that task of unremitting preceptorship indis- 
pensable to drive the young and volatile through 
the thorny ways of learning. 

Walter and Helena accordingly wandered all 
day long about the featureless fields of the islet, 
without a shrub or bush to fix their attention, or 
a field-flower to enliven the saline herbage. Hand 
in hand, they watched by the shore till the re- 
ceding tide left clear to their eager feet those 
sparkling sands, to which every ebb of the waters 
afforded hazard or novelty; — purple seadiells, 
lightly embedded there, the curious pebble, the 
stranded weed, detached from the podded vege^* 
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tation clinging to the sunken rocks ; — the " living 
jelUes" of the sea-anemone or star-fish ; or some 
shelly outcast, flung by the waves on the shore to 
crawl its awkward way back again to a more 
congenial element. — The white gulls would stand 
unheeding, while the two little ones went wander- 
ing up and down ; or the curlew dip its wing into 
the wave within reach of their little hands ; so 
gentle were their movements, and so customary 
their presence on the spot. 

But when Walter attained the age of hardi- 
hood, and at ten years old delighted to unmoor 
the cable from its chain, and, having set the sail, 
steer boldly along the shore towards Fumess, 
having compelled his sister to bear him company, 
that they might encounter together the chastise- 
ment of their disobedience. Mistress Wamford 
felt that the boy's spirit was breaking bounds* 
He had none of the usual occupations of youth 
to exhaust his elasticity of limb and muscle ; — 
no pony to ride, — no tree to climb,— no com- 
panion to overcome in wrestling, quoits, or other 
athletic exercises. — He had no associate but his 
sister Helena; for a sort of innate arrogance kept 
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him aloof from the herdsman employed in the 
out-door, labours of the farm. '^ 

At length, having escaped one day from home 
to the fair at Dalton, and tarried away till the 
tide had flowed, and ebbed and flowed again, 
distracting his mother with apprehensions lest, 
finding himself belated, he should attempt to 
wade through the channel of the flowing waters 
when nearly breast-high, as she had often known 
him do before, — she resolved, when she clasped 
the truant once more in her arms, (after having 
dared the* passage in a crazy tub of a boat, long 
condemned as unseaworthy by the fishermen of 
Rampside,) to make some attempt at rescuing 
her son from a state of life, where the energies 
of his arrogant nature were thus afflictingly 
doomed to run to waste. 

A letter was accordingly indited to the Earl of 
Luttrell by his daughter; pretending no peni- 
tence for the past, but setting forth the degraded 
prospects of her children for the future, unless he 
deigned to extend a succourable hand, and enable 
them by fitting education to assume at some 
future time a position in the world more con- 
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sonant with their honourable kinsmanslup. For 
herself, she asked nothing. — Low as was her 
estate, Lady Anne avowed herself content All 
she intreated of her father, was to call her fair 
young son to his presence ; and decide, by per- 
sonal investigation, whether it were not foul 
shame for a youth so nobly gifted in mind and 
body, to sink into a hewer of wood and drawer 
of water. Unknown to Wamford was the letter 
written and despatched to the Dalton post-office; 
and as his wife stood watching the coble driving 
over the little channel to the mainland, bearing 
with it the missive which was to decide the des- 
tinies of her o£&pring, she almost trenibled at the 
reflection that her proceeding might become a 
source of alienation in the Httle family; even as 
her island home, which at sunrise had been part 
and parcel of the continent, was now a severed 
islet cinctured by the roaring sea* 

Time passed away, but no answer from Luttrell 
Court ! Lady Anne felt that she had humiliated 
herself in vain. Her father's heart, like her 
father's door, was irrevocably closed against her; 
and she congratulated herself that she had not 
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acquainted Warnford with her measares, and so 
procured him a share in her disappointment. 
For Warnford was now a gloomy-minded, un- 
yielding man. Hard labour and severe care had 
extinguished the happiear impulses of his nature* 
His slavery had become mechanical to him, for 
he saw that it was to be the unamending portion 
of his life ; but not even the gentle companion* 
ship of his angeUc wife could bring smiles to his 
face, or words of gladness to his lip. His father's 
spirit was breaking out in him. He had grown 
devout: not with the wholesome piety of a heart 
at ease, which beholds motive for gratitude in 
even the least of the benefits conferred by the 
bounty of Providence ; but with a sour, fretful, 
fractious spirit of superstitious fear; — a peevish 
interpreting of texts — an angry resentment of the 
triumph of the king and his church. — Witii his 
wife, he was invariably irritable ; — with the chil- 
dren tyrannical and unjust; and while grieving 
that young Walter must grow up in such bitter 
bondage, she rejoiced that the father knew no- 
thing of the emancipation she had premeditated 
for his son. 
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One day, when the lad was assisting his father 
to cart shingles from the seaward shore and 
Mistress Wamford busied in hanging out upon 
the rosemary bushes a web of fine linen, the pro- 
duct of her winter's spinning which she had des- 
tined for clothing for the boy had he been called 
away by his grandsire, Helena shouted from the 
garden-stile tidings that two strangers, richly 
dressed, were crossing the sands on horseback, 
guided by young Hob, the stable knave of the 
hostel at Dalton. — Involuntarily the matron 
blushed, and drew closer round her face the 
pinners which the sea breezes had blown away ; 
as she hastened towards the porch of her humble 
home, to set her house in order for the reception 
of guests whom she suspected to be on their way 
to visit the Lady Anne Luttrell, rather than to 
confer with Master Wamford of Helisle Farm. 

They came. They doffed their broad beavers 
courteously to the trembling woman, requesting 
her to announcp to her mistress that the auditor 
and chaplain of the Earl of Luttrell were under 
her roof; and when her exclamation, "You 
come to me then from my father!" — revealed 
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the truth, they were sufficiently wanting in tact 
to betray their amazement that the daughter of 
their illustrious patron should be clothed in 
weather-stained linsey-woolsey, and have her 
cheeks swarthy and withered by everlasting ex- 
posure to the sun and winds of that shapeless 
island. — 

Their errand was quickly said. They brought 
missives from the earl, undertaking the charge 
of his grandchildren, on condition that they were 
given up to his care, to be bred as became the 
future inheritors of his fortunes. His elder 
daughters, the Marchioness of Saltram and the 
Lady Helena Mauleverer, having in their turn 
incurred his displeasure, he engaged to make 
forthwith a handsome settlement on Walter and 
Helena Wamford, upon a renunciation on the 
part of their parents of all interference in their 
future destinies. 

Lady Anne trembled as she read ; not lest her 
husband should refuse his assent to the humi- 
liating proposals she had brought upon herself, 
but rather lest he should affree to part with the 
children. It was only for her son she had peti- 
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tioned. She knew her own capability to bestow 
upon her blooming Helena such education as she 
held indisi$ensable to an humble, home-'Sta3ring 
woman ; and the project of the earl to deprive 
her of both her children, filled her bosom with 
dismay. 

She would fain have answered by a hasty nega- 
tive, and dismissed the two delegates of Lord 
Luttrell ere Wamford could be apprized of their 
arrival But this was impossible. Two horse- 
men could not easily arrive at Helisle unknown 
to the farmer; and accordingly, after the lapse 
of a few minutes, Wamford, in his fustian suit, 
and wearing his sternest looks, entered, and bad 
a surly welcome to the strangers. 

To the surprise of his wife, however, those 
looks brightened when the object of their mission 
came to be explained. The Helisle outcast had 
that morning discovered that he was likely to be 
a heavy loser by the season's crops ; and had re- 
ceived, within a few days, an insolent letter from 
the attorney of his landlord, claiming arrears of 
rent, and threatening ejection ; and having these 
evil prospects before him for his helpless family, 
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the offers vouchsafed by Lord Luttrell came like 
manna in the wilderness. It was not a generous 
sentiment which decided his grateful acceptance* 
He thought nothing of the ultimate benefit to his 
o&pring. He thought only of the joy of deli- 
verance from a present burthen ; of having fewer 
mouths to fill by the wasting toil of his hands ; 
fewer eyes to keep watch upon his mental irritaF- 
tion, when he came from work to the contem- 
plation of work to come. 

The mother was silent when she heard sen- 
tence pronounced: for no arguments she could 
urge would prevail over his determination. The 
days were gone when her gentle voice could work 
miracles with his sullenness. She had gradually 
ceased to be the lovely Lady Anne in his eyes, 
— the angelic Lady Anne in his heart She had 
become Mistress Warnford — Dame Wamford — 
Goody Wamford— the butt of his ill humour, the 
slave of his domestic despotism. 

But while repressing her words and tears, the 
mother^s heart was wrung with anguish. Master 
Rickatts, the auditor, explained that it was the 
earl's intention, on receiving the engrossed assent 
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of the parents to his adoption of his grandchil- 
dren, to despatch his equipage and attendants to 
meet them at Lancaster ; that a tutor was already 
appointed to prepare young Walter for Eton Col- 
lege ; and a gouvemarvte of confidence to escort 
Helena to the court of France, where her aunt, 
the Marquise de Castries, sister to the Earl of Lut- 
trell (holding a high appointment in the suite of 
Madame, the sister of Charles IL), would provide 
for her suitable education better than could be 
done in the gorgeous seclusion of Luttrell Court. 
Mistress Wamford listened in consternation. 
Courts and princesses for her Helena ! — for the 
untutdred^ child of nature, accustomed to chase 
her father's Irish hound along the sands, or hold 
the steerage of the coble for her wilful brother ! 
— But there was no remedy. — Wamford decreed 
that it was to be so. The children were to go- 
he seemed to care nothing whither. When she 
wept and wrung her hands at parting with them, 
her husband reviled her that the thing was of her 
own doing, — that but for her letter to the earl, 
there would have been neither thought nor speech 
pf their removal from Helisle. 
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For many months afterwards, when roused in 
the watches of the night by the bellowing of the 
storm, she called upon the names of her children 
and wondered how they fared at that unquiet 
moment, he would answer her with texts illus- 
trative of the restless thanklessness of human 
nature, that had not virtue to content itself 
with the dispensations of the All-seeing and 
All-wise. 

Thus admonished, she resigned herself. There 
was still the little prattling Lucy — ^with her open 
brow and clustering auburn curls, clinging yet 
closer to her mother, for having lost the young 
companions of her infancy. Lucy was pow more 
than six years old; hitherto content with the 
enjoyments of her age, — the sights and sounds 
revealed by the common changes of season and 
the elements. But there was none now to lead 
her forth on the silver sands in search of purple 
seashells or streaming weeds: none to venture 
with her to the back of the island, where a long 
strip of crisp rank herbage gave forth, in the 
early spring, a few specimens of hard, stiff, 
prickly-blossomed weeds, the wretched Flora of 
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miserable Helisle. Till, at last, baffled of all 
hope to wander, the gentle child disposed herself 
to follow like a spirit up and down the household 
movements of her lonely mother; to watch her 
while she set the milk or churned the butter; — 
spun beside the hearth in winter, or in summer, 
trimmed up the garden walks; or sat in the 
shadow of the house, making or mending gar* 
ments for her husband or nets for his summer 
fishing. 

Intense was the love that sprang up between 
them! — As the mother's hair whitened and 
whitened under her coif, Lucy's lengthening 
tresses grew to overhang her ivory Moulders, 
and proclaimed that the fair girl, so lately a 
child, was soon to be a woman ; and for her Mis- 
tress Wamford never experienced one of those 
misgivings she had felt for her elder offipring. 
So refined was the natural look of Lucy Wam- 
ford, — so gently toned her voice, — ^so fine her 
aptitude in receiving instructiou, — ^that the tram- 
mels of education appeared superfluous. ^Unin- 
fluenced by the example of a boisterous brother, 
Lucy had never, even in her sports, outpassed 
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the silken limits of her sex. In her^ nature had 
made " a lady of her own." 

The talk of the mother and daughter was often 
of the absent ones: Lucy had gradually for- 
gotten all but the name of her brother and sister. 
She had a vague recollection of having been 
dasped to her mother's bosom more graspingly 
and tenderly than usual, after parting from a 
group of grand personages, among whom the 
shadowy forms she remembered as Watty and 
Leeny, had been borne away; but nothing fur- 
ther. It had been covenanted by Lord Luttrell, 
that no intercourse was to take place between 
the parents and children ; saving that on the first 
day of every year came a letter from Mister 
Rickatts, stating that Master Walter and Mistress 
Helena were in good health, progressing in their 
studies, and contenting the expectations of the 
earl. 

Walter was now on the eve of being entered 
at Oxford ; Helena of being withdrawn from the 
Convent of Panthemont, where she had received 
her education, to be introduced by the Marquise 
de Castries into society. All this was duly dis- 
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cussed between Lucy and her mother, but always 
in Wamford's absence. Speech of courts or 
scholarship, princesses or earls, were things he 
could no longer abide. The influence of religi- 
ous enthusiasm on a mind disturbed by dis- 
appointment, had in that uttermost solitude, 
produced its usual distressing consequences. He 
had become a fanatic — a visionary. His delight 
was to wander from home; to follow strange 
preachers among the dales of Lancashire or 
Westmoreland ; and lacking these, to hold forth 
in exposition of the scriptures, by misinterpreta- 
tion of which his own mind had been led astray. 
Had it not been for the thrift and patience of his 
partner, the little farm must have gone to ruin. 
But the guardian angel, — the pearl without 
price, — the tender wife and mother, — watched 
over all ; received back with unreproving tender- 
ness the miserable wanderer; while during his 
absence, she wrought with double diligence in 
his behalf. 

While Helena (Luttrell as she was called, not 
Wamford) was emerging from her convent, 
graceful, skilful, accomplished, arrayed with all 
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the cost and elegance becoming the position she 
was to hold in the world, Mistress Wamford, 
still only four-and-thirty years of age, was stretch- 
ing her husband's nets to dry upon the stone 
fence of her little garden ; driving her few lean 
sheep to their fold ; salting the winter butter for 
the family; folding the snow-white linen for the 
press; not repiningly, — not with a yearning 
thought of better days; — but with a mild serenity 
of brow and contentedness of soul worthy of ad- 
miration. Nay, sometimes on a cheery May 
morning, when Lucy's step was bounding before 
her, or Lucy's morning kiss had been more 
earnest than usual, a low-voiced tune, like the 
murmur of the waters rippling on the beach, 
would proceed from the lips of the hard-working, 
tender-hearted woman. Her fair hands and 
well-turned arms were hard and brown with un- 
remitting labour. But the soul within her was 
unchanged; soft, fair, feminine, and noble, as in 
her days of helpless gentility^ 

It was a brilliant day, meanv^hile, in the annals 
of Luttrell House, that witnessed the arrival of 
the Marchioness de Castries and her niece, to 
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preside over its princely establishment. Hen* 
riettaof Orleans had now been some years dead; 
and the marchioness was glad to abandon the 
city where the murderers of her beloved mistress 
remained unpmushed, for her brother's lordly 
mansion in Scotland Yard. Overlooking the 
Thames, where floated, moored to its garden- 
stairs, several barges bearing the cognizance of 
the earl, Luttrell House was a fine old structure 
of the time of the first James ; ponderously mag- 
nificent, — and consequently in strict accordance 
with the style of living afiected by the man 
designated by Rochester, Buckingham, and 
Tom KiUegrew, as ^<the pomposterous Earl of 
Luttrell." 

Harder in his nature and more worldly than 
ever, Lord Luttrell hailed with delight the coming 
of the stately marquise, whose breeding of Ver- 
sailles was to add new dignity to his domestic 
circle, and the beauteous grandchild who was to 
breathe the rejuvenescence of her eighteen years 
upon his withered existence. — His vanity was 
tickled by anticipation of the gay figure these 
daughters of his line would make in the royal 
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circle of Whitehall ; and his malice gratified by 
the notion of the envy with which their elevation 
to his favour must be regarded by his two re- 
bellious daughters, the Ladies Saltram and 
Mauleverer. Of his third daughter, his once^ 
loved Anne, he thought no more than if she had 
been buried decLd instead of alive in the ultima 
thule of Helisle I Morally extinguished by her 
misalliance, his lordship deemed it superfluous to 
inform himself whether she retained so much as 
physical existence. 

But there was one person at Luttrell House, 
to whom the arrival of the two ladies afforded 
anything but satisfaction* Sir Walter Luttrell 
(for the vain youth had been knighted by the 
king when officiating as proxy to the earl at the 
installation of Knights of the Garter), had long 
reigned supreme in the affections of his grandr 
father. Frivolous and licentious, the false posi- 
tion in which he was placed, by Lord Luttrell's 
peremptory alienation from natural ties, had 
efihced all natural affections in his bosom* To 
knre the earl was impossible. His sister was 
banished to a foreign country. Hb parents were 
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henceforward nothing to his tenderness or duty; 
The world was to be all in all ; its splendours his 
solace, — its favour his sufficient happiness. The 
lessons of adversity were forgotten. As the 
manners of the young courtier softened, his heart 
grew hardw Dissolute in his habits, his chief 
anxiety was to keep from the knowledge of his 
grandfather excesses of a nature to be held de- 
rogatory by the stately old nobleman ; and Sir 
Walter justly feared that the establishment of 
female espionage at Luttrell House must be fatal 
to his superficial reputation. 

"I kiss your fair hand, sweet sister!" cried 
he, throwing himself without ceremony into a 
seat in the gorgeous withdraWing-room appointed 
to the marchioness's use, the day after Helena's 
arrival in her native country. — " I was dining last 
night with Muskerry, or should have been at 
hand to assist our lady aunt from her coach, and 
tuck the chaplain and lapdog under either arm 
to make their solemn entry into Luttrell House." 

" The latter duty you would have been spared," 
said Helena, smiling at his affectation of dress 
and manner, which all but rivalled her own. 
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<<In place of chaplain and lapdog, the ch^e 
marquise travels with a pair of the prettiest and 
most adroit sot/brettes that eyer pinned up a fon- 
tange, or starched a stomacher; and neither 
Mademoiselle Perollne nor Mademoiselle Ce- 
leste, is in the habit of being < tucked' under the 
arm of a cavalier so unlettered as to groan under 
the weight of Alen9on point after £aster, or to 
sport boots of chamois leather while Spanish 
morocco is to be had for money/' 

«I' faith, well said!" cried Sir Walter, en- 
chanted by the grace with which the belle Pari^ 
sienne sat tossing a casolette of perfumes, affixed 
to her wrist by a golden chain, which ever and 
anon she caught in her snow-white hand, to cast 
it lightly forth again. << And I was wrong to 
talk of such old-world pets as lapdogs and chap- 
' lains to ladies of degree, who doubtless enter- 
tain a marmoset and an astrologer ! — But tell 
me, sweet sister I — what is the last news from the 
Salle de Diane, and the circle of its purest Diana, 
Ath^nee de Montespan? — Is his holiness's Bolog- 
nese bull promulgated yet by the cardinal, and 
sanctioned by la bonne compagnief — And is it 
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now a received thing to intersperse breast-knots 
of lilac on an amber-coloured bodice?" 

<*Eyen as you see, good brother!" replied 
Helena. *^ But trouble not your fastidious eyes 
with a thing so trivial as this my morning neglig6. 
Suspend your judgment until Thursday night i 
when, having been presented to her Majesty in 
her private closet, we are to appear at the ball at 
court, and lo I you shall behold a certain robe of 
silver gauze, embroidered on the seams in Parma 
violets, whereof every eye hath an encrusted 
topaz, of which even Lauzun protested the 
fashion to be unique when I danced in it as one 
of the handmaidens of Flora, in the last royal 
ballett performed at St. Cloud." 

<< Silver gauze is altogether cittish and taw- 
dry," said Sir Walter, disdainfully. ^* Oauze of 
silk or thread is your only wear. I protest to 
you, ma mignonne^ that cloth of gold or silver is 
obsolete and unseasonable for this merry month 
of May." 

"Obsolete?" cried the young beauty, with 
rising bloom. " How long, pray, hath Scythian 
London presumed to affect principles of its own 
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upon such subjects? — Have we Parisians so 
liberally supplied you with tailors, embroiderenB^ 
and bulletins of fashion, in the overflowing of 
our goodness and frippery, that you end by set-* 
ling up as dictators on your own account ? — Bah I 
— Content yourselves — worthy fog-bewildered 
souls as ye are,^-with legislating in musty par- 
liaments and long-robed courts of justice ; but 
presume not (as Elizabeth said in her haste to 
her senate) to meddle with matters beyond your 
readi. / maintain that gauze of silver is fitting 
wear for a ball-room, even were the dogstar 
raging; But here comes the marchioness, totter- 
ing under the weight of her rouge and^az^ 
taupetj — ^a salute on either cheek, if you love 
yourself, gentle brother. To kiss her finger- 
tip as you did mine, would pass for most un- 
nephewlike sanff-JroidJ^ 

<<My dear soul, how is this ?" — cried Madame 
de Castries, having courteously accepted from 
Sir Walter the gallant embrace suggested by her 
niece. *« What is it I hear, — that my brother 
has neither evening set apart for the reception of 
society, — ^nor groom-porter, nor pharo-bank, nor 
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ombre, nor basset, nor anything usual or deco- 
rous, established in the house? — What means 
such strange irregularity in an establishment of 
so much note and splendour? — and what does he 
intend us to do with ourselves when there is 
nothing going on at court, and neither ball nor 
masquerade in question ? — Does he expect us to 
mew ourselves up of an evening in his state- 
prison, to the light of half a dozen sconces, and 
perhaps the tune of a couple of fiddles, lullaby- 
ing one to sleep with < Damon, god of my affec- 
tion,' or some other playhouse ditty?" 

"Doubtless, my dear madam," replied Sir 
Walter, having led her to the chair, "my grand- 
father will accede to all your reasonable desires. 
Hitherto his household hath been neglected : his 
office detaining him chiefly near the king, and 
my own naturally studious and retiring disposi- 
tion having engaged me in literary and scientific 
society, whence such toys as cards and dice are 
necessarily banished," 

" I cannot live without my hocca !" — cried the 
marchioness, taking a long pinch of rapee from a 
glittering box, enamelled with a portrait of her 
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friend St. Evremont, haying a stanza from Voi- 
ture engraven on the golden reverse,—" To sleep 
\pithout the incentive of my nightly game, is as 
impossible as to wake without the excitement of 
my morning coffee. — See to this for me, Walter. 
Consult the Chevalier Hamilton and the few 
other civilized beings you have got among you. 
— Make me up a little coterie, to wean me grar 
dually from the cream of luxurious Paris to the 
skim-milk of splenetic London ! — Conversation, 
taste, or elegance, we do not look for from you ; 
but, in pity to two forlorn females, give us that 
which even* blockheads can provide, a pack of 
cards and a tolerable cup of Mocha." — 

Thus adjured, Sir Walter decided that it 
would be more prudent to seek a confederate in 
the marchioness than attempt to out-general her 
manoeuvres. He promised, therefore, to do his 
best for her ladyship's enlivenment; and Lord 
LuttreU was induced to endure, as the avowed 
guests of his sister, the society of the profligate 
companions of his nephew. Assured by the 
marchioness that high play was one of the vices 
de ban tan monopolised by the ffrand monarque 
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for the delectation of his court, the earl sub- 
mitted to see a bank established in the grand 
gallery of Luttrell House, illuminated twice a 
week for the reception of visitors; and there, as 
a pretext for quaffing Spanish wines with the gay 
and brilliant Sir Walter Luttrell, and bandying 
light retorts with his beautiful sister, — the 
Duke of Buckingham, Beau Fielding, Jermyn, 
Count Hamilton, and other leading fashionists 
and wits of the day, consented to sacrifice their 
patience to the tedious potter of the old earl, and 
a few gold pieces to the insatiable love of play of 
the Marchioness de Castries. It became one of 
the best-frequented mansions in London; and 
Charles himself sometimes laughingly deplored 
the etiquette which forbade him to become a 
lounger in the gay saloons of his lord cham- 
berlain. 

But the fair Helena had not been educated in 
Paris to so little purpose as to imagme that the 
brilliant homage of these libertines of fashion 
was the one thing needful. Her grandfather had 
promised her a noble fortune ; but not even the 
broad lands he was to bequeath her would obli- 
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terate at the court of a Stuart, the shame of 
ignoble and roundhead descent The triumph 
of the new comer, in her robe of silver gauze and 
Parma violets, had excited universal indigna^ 
tion among the maids of honour, both of the 
queen and the duchess. 

Who was this Miss Luttrell that smiled so in- 
solently as she walked a minuet with the young 
Duke of Monmouth, after fixing the admiring 
attention of Grammont and all his satellites ?-— ^ 
An impostor! The offiipring of a rattaier^ 
whose real name was besprinkled with the mire 
of the commonwealth. The whisper went round* 
Helena's eyes sparkled with indignation. << They 
should repent the ignominy cast upon her. She 
would soar above them, and surprise them yet" 
Already, the Earl of St Albans was among 
her rejected suitors. She had set her heart-^ 
(her heart) — ^upon a duke I The laurels were^ 
with she would fain be crowned, were straw- 
berry-leaves ; and it was after forming this re- 
solution, (while apparently devoting her atten- 
tion to the beauty of a pair of cats of crackled 
porcelain gracmg the marchioness's chimney- 
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piece,) that his young grace of Glamorgan 
was invited by Madame de Castries to become 
her pupil in the mysteries of basset Lord 
Luttrell was satisfied that the duke visited so 
assiduously at the house in compliment to him- 
self, — the venerable friend of his grandsire* Sir 
Walter feincied that the youth was ambitious of 
forming himself in his icoh des bonnes manUres. 
The marchioness decided that he came there to 
pay his compliments to her snujBT-box, and the 
four aces. But Helena was equally positive 
that, whatever the Duke of Glamorgan might 
come to seek at Lovell House, he should ^nJ 
nothing less important than a duchess ! — He was 
a gentle, ingenious youth ; and fearing to alarm 
him by a display of her Parisian levities, she 
gave up coquetting with Harry Jermyn and 
bandying witticisms with Rochester, to edify the 
world of fashion by the strict decorum of her 
maidenly reserve. 

While these glittering pageants were enacting 
in the vicinity of Whitehall, the desolation of 
Helisle waxed gloomier, and yet more gloomy. 
Wamford's reason was now completely disor- 



Digitized 



by Google 



• THE SISTERS. 69 

dered It was only by following him incessantly 
in his wanderings, that his matchless wife pre- 
vented him from becoming the victim of his 
delusion. Often did he rush forth upon the 
sands when the tides were rolling in, upon a 
winter^s night; and amid the bellowing of the 
storm and the frightful violence of the night 
winds, command the waves to recede in confir- 
mation of hb faith ; nor could any thing but the 
persuasive caresses of his wife, (her voice being 
inaudible among the tumults of the scene) in- 
duce him to seek shelter at home from the 
inclemencies of the weather. At other times, she 
would follow him to Dalton, and from Dalton 
pursue her weary way to the mountains of Black 
Comb or Langdale; and while he wandered 
frantic among the ravines and recesses of the 
hills, attend his steps with bleeding feet and pant- 
ing bosom, clinging to him protectingly when 
she saw him about to precipitate himself from 
some frightful precipice as an ordeal of the 
protection of the Almighty* 

But, alas I during these frequent absences 
from home, her gentle Lucy was left alone with 



Digitized 



by Google 



70 THE SISTERS. 

a boorish servant on the solitary islet ; and this 
necessity was, of all her trials, the most painful 
to Mistress Wamford. 

<<Not unto me should this duty have been 
appointed I" — did she more than once murmur, 
while following the wanderings of the demented 
man through storm and ford, among perilous 
morasses or shelving rocks. ^< It is his son who 
should be here to do this ; his son, with a strong 
arm to restrain, and a strong voice to overmaster 
the paroxysms of his fearful madness." 

But there was no son at hand to relieve her 
painful efforts by the sacrifice of his filial duty. 
Walter Wamford had ceased to exist; for the 
Sir Walter Luttrell, in whom his existence was 
merged^ was a vain voluptuary, who would have 
pished and pshawed at the mere mention of his 
absent parents and their misfortunes. 

" I have been pestered with a strange letter 
this morning," said Helena to her brother, pro- 
ducing one day at arm's length a clumsy packet, 
by mere contact with which she seemed to think 
herself dishonoured. "Did you know that those 
people in the north were still alive ? — My aunt 
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informed me at Paris (on my inquiry about 
them on some occasion or other) that they were 
all swept away by an inundation,-— a conflagra- 
tion, — or the Heavens know what" 

<^ Leave that knowledge to the Heavens, then»" 
my pretty Helena, drawled Sir Walter; "for it 
is written in black and white, that we are either 
to know no parents or know no grandsire ; and 
I have a notion that our elderly gentleman, 
, with a rent-roll of sixty thousand per annum, is 
the acquaintance worthier preserving." 

« The more so, that our aunts, Saltram and 
Mauleverer, have lately been attacking the earl 
on his weak side, per favour of his ghostly com- 
forter. Father O^Mahony,'* observed Helena. 

"And what says yonder inopportune letter?" 
— demanded her brother, settling his ruffles. 

" Many things unseemly to repeat. 'Tis writ 
by little Lucy, (the child, though grown into 
a woman, is endowed apparently with scaice 
instruction or breeding for a chambermaid !) 
who informs me that her father is a lunatic, and 
her mother, it would' seem, scarcely more ra- 
tional; — since she trudges after him up and 
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down^ like an esquire of the body, leaving her 
young daughter to be devoured by rats and 
mice, and such small deer, but lacking nourish- 
ment of her own. — In short, they are all crazy, 
and all starving. — What is to be done." 

" Nothing ! — The smallest intercourse would 
be followed by our expulsion from the favour of 
the earl. Such, since I attained years of dis- 
cretion, hath been the reiterated lesson of old 
Rickatts, who stands so much our friend." 

" 'Tis a most misjudging thing of this young 
girl to have placed me in so sore a strait," ob- 
served Helena, tearing to pieces a rose, the gift 
of the Duke of Glamorgan, which she had taken 
from her bosom. " How am I to answer her 
letter/^"— 

" Take no note of it, child, — ^as I do by those 
of my unruly creditors. — *Twould be an encou- 
ragement to importunity were such applications 
favoured with an answer. Miss Lucy will con- 
clude that her petition miscarried ; and we shall 
be troubled no more with her importunities." 

"Lucy did conclude so; for, to her young 
heart, the monstrous idea of filial ingratitude 
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had never presented itself. She pictured to 
herself her beautiful sister, shining, like a star in 
courtly resorts, and revelling in the luxuries of 
life. She pictured to herself her brave brother, 
commanding the respect of society by the exer« 
cise of every manly virtue ; {for, blest as both 
had been with the enlightenment of education, 
how could they be otherwise than high-minded 
and virtuous !) and could not refrain from con- 
jecturing what would be their anguish, could 
they dream, that while they were pampered with 
the sweets of life, want was in the dwelling of 
their parents ! — 

For want was there indeed ! — The fields of 
Helisle ' lay uncultured, the fences broken, the 
garden -ground a waste I — Not a head of cattle 
— not a sheep — not a living thing in the ruinous 
sheds, not a handful of meal — not a root — to 
yield nourishment to the miserable family ! — For 
some time the neighbours were generous, and 
administered to their necessity. But the de- 
mand came too often. The season was a bad 
one, and there was a famine upon the land. 
Winter was coming on severely; fuel was unat- 
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tainable. Mistress Wamford had shaped her 
own warm clothing into garments for the lunatic, 
while one by one Lucy insinuated her vestments 
into her mother's hoard; and with blue lips, 
and wasted shivering arms, protested, when 
charged by the tender woman with her good 
deed, that she could not work while encumbered 
with winter covering. The poor girl grew 
weaker and weaker; yet every day she went 
forth on pretext of rural labour, though there 
was neither stock nor crop to exact her cares. 
She only wished to hide from her mother the 
wanness and sadness of her hungry face. 

Yet, even in that depth of misery, the mother 
bore all with resignation. Her faltering voice 
had yet strength to talk of better days in store ; 
her languid eye to look forward to some remote 
epoch of worldly felicity, when her absent child? 
ren were to be restored to her, and all was to be 
well. 

^< Heaven is merciful !" was her constant ex- 
hortation to the gentle girl, who brought water 
to lave her bruised feet when she returned from 
her painful wanderings, — and water was the 
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only offering that remained to Lucy as a token 
of welcome to her parents. " * Heaviness may 
endure for a night, but joy cometh in the morn- 
ing.' When your brother attains possession of 
his independence^ will it not be his first thought 
to fly to our relief? — And what delight, to be 
rewarded for my past miseries, clasped in the 
arms of my lovely Helena ; and beholding ihee^ 
my duteous child, — ^my youngest bom — my best 
beloved, — walking at length in the sunshine of 
prosperity!" — 

But, while talking thus with parched but 
patient lips of the sunshine of prosperity, ^^a 
hopeless darkness settled o'er her fate." The 
miserable man, whose insanity had recently 
taken a furious turn, (the result of wretchedness, 
witnessed and shared,) was one day missing from 
the chamber where he was accustomed to lie 
and howl away the intervals of his more restless 
paroxysms; and his wife, girding on her tattered 
raiments, prepared herself as usual, to cross to 
the main land, and inquiring the direction of his 
course, follow and follow through the pitiless 
storm, till some lucid interval enabled him to 
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recognize her voice and return with her to their 
destitute abode. 

But, lo, as she was about to go forth, Lucy 
met her upon the threshold,, and in silence 
prevented her departure. It was in vain that 
Mistress Wamford remonstrated or questioned. 
Lucy could reply only by the tenderest caresses, 
—by clasping her mother's hand, — by imprint- 
ing kisses on her mother's cheek; till, after some 
time, she gathered courage to lead her to the 
spot where lay the dead and disfigured body of 
the maniac — 

For a single moment the widow beheld in 
him once more the lover of her youth, and 
wrung her hands in anguish. But better 
thoughts succeeded. The suflFerer was gone 
to his rest Though he had perished by his 
own hand, his will was guiltless of the deed: 
and the poor friendless woman had still fortitude 
to exclaim — " The will of God be done:" She 
remained alone with the dead while the weeping 
Lucy went her way to the main land, and 
brought back those who, with sore gnimbling at 
the interruption, dug a grave in the deserted 
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island for the mangled remains of the unhappy 
Wamford I — 

To abide longer on that calamitous spot, the 
two helpless women felt to be impossible. Ga- 
thering together the scanty remnant of their 
property, they set forth to beg their way to 
London. A charitable Mend at Dalton gave 
them shelter on that first homeless night ; and 
even at that desolate moment, the poor widow 
felt, as she wept upon the head of her loving 
and lovely child, that a treasure was hers in the 
affections of her devoted Lucy, counterbalancing 
the evils of her lot. 

Weeks of patient perseverance conveyed them 
to the capital. — But, alas! they arrived at a 
moment disastrous as the history of their own 
destinies ! — ^The plague had broken out, and 
Wgh and low were flying from the infected city. 
When at last the miserable wanderers made their 
way to the stately portal of Luttrell House, a 
train of coaches was at the door to convey the 
family in haste into Oxfordshire. The postillions 
were cracking their whips, lackeys uncovered 
stood thronging the door-steps, lining the way 
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for the marchioness and her fair niece to reach 
the equipage; and when Helena, radiant with 
beauty,, issued from the gate, her mother burst 
through the restraining thropg, and flung herself 
at the feet of her bright and prosperous child, 
with sobs of ecstacy and love. 

" Take her away — take her away ! — 'tis some 
poor infected wretch,*' cried Miss Luttrell, re- 
coiling with a piercing shriek from her approach. 

<'No, nol" faltered the seeming mendicant; 
" I bring thee no evil — I would die sooner than 
bring the evil !— I am thy mother, Helena, — thy 
loving, miserable mother !" 

Another shriek betrayed the consternation of 
the young lady, to whom the terms of this ad- 
dress were wholly inaudible; but who fancied 
she beheld a plague-stricken beggar clinging to 
her feet. But Sir Walter, who stood inspecting 
the packing of his travelling-chariot, had caught 
sufficient insight into the matter to feel that the 
results of this vexatious scene might be fatal to 
his prospects in life, surrounded as they were by 
household spies, by idlers, and above all, in pre- 
sence of the Duke of Glamorgan, who was come 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE SI8TERS. 79 

to take a hasty farewell of Helena, ere he te^ 
joined the family at Liyttrell Court. Rumours 
of the strange incident would be sure to reach 
the ears of the earl, who had preceded them by 
a few hours upon the road. He felt persuaded 
that Lord Luttrell would not fail to resent upon 
his grandchildren so indecent an intrusion, unless 
they promptly marked their disavowal of the 
measure. 

« Drive the woman hence !'* cried he, to the 
herd of lackeys around him. ** Would you see 
the life of your young lady perilled before your 
cowardly faces ? " — 

" Walter ! — ^my own brave, beautiful, noble 
Walter !" faltered the half-fainting woman — " I 
die content to have looked upon your face once 
more. — Walter ! — my sweet Walter, have pity ! 
— It is your mother who is grovelling at your 
feet*'— 

" Away with her ! " cried young Luttrell deaf 
to the tender words, which were drowned in the 
stir and tumult of departure ; and while Helena 
stepped into her gilded coach, a servant in the 
Luttrell livery seized the helpless woman who 
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had sunk upon the dooi^steps, and flung her on 
a stone-bench fronting the opposite wall of the 
court-yanL 

" Farewell," cried Helena, kissing her hand 
to the young duke, as her heavy vehicle was 
dragged forth through the gateway by six equally 
cumbrous Flanders mares. 

" Farewell, my dear Glam — an revoirV^ added 
her brother, gaining his own gay carriage and 
following the van. " To-morrow, iJy dinner-time, 
at Luttrell Court.'' 

And away went the gaudy train of servants 
and outriders, and away the mob of idlers col- 
lected to gaze upon their bravery. — No one 
remained in the place but the decrepid porter, 
yawning on the steps of Luttrell House, the 
young Duke of Glamorgan about to remount his 
horse and ride homewards preparatory to his de- 
parture from town, — the body of the beggar on 
the bench, beside which a miserable girl was 
now kneeling; — and the all-seeing eye of Provi- 
dence watchful over all ! — The auburn curls fell 
scattered round Lucy's beautiful face as she took 
the bonnet from her head, to fan the insensible 
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mother, who lay there as at the point of death 9 
and the eyes of the young duke were attracted 
by its matchless loveliness. — 

<< Can I do any thing to assist you?" — said 
he, in a gentle voice, approaching the agonized 
Lucy. — 

" A cup of water, — in charity procure me a 
cup of water I " — cried she. 

And at the request of the duke, both water 
and wine were hastily brought forth by the old 
porter of Lord Luttrell's house for the wayfarer's 
relief. After some minutes, the sufferer unclosed 
her eyes. 

^ My children !" — was her first exclamation ; 
" where are my children?" — Then, recalling to 
mind what had occurred, she added, mournfully 
pressing the hand of Lucy to her lips, <* But, 
no ! there is only one child left me now«— the 
dearest and the best of daughters !" — 

" You had better enter the house, my good 
woman, and rest a little," said the old porter 
condescendingly to the tramper patronized by a 
duke. — " You are welcome to the use of my 
chair I"— 
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While Glamorgan kindly added, " Ay, hie into 
Lord LuttrelFs house and rest awhile, — ^hie into 
Lord Luttrell's house !" 

<< Steal like a thief and an (mtcast into my 
father's house?" — exclaimed the almost distracted 
woman. ** No, no f I should then deserve the 
cruel indignities heaped upon me. Renounced 
by my father,— spumed by my ungrateful chil- 
dren, — 1 can go and die elsewhere !" 

But though these ejaculations remained in- 
comprehensible to his grace, Ralph, the old 
family porter, to whom the history of Lady Anne 
was familiar, and who knew the interdiction 
placed by the earl upon all intercourse between 
his daughter and her children, began to enter- 
tain suspicions of die truth; and tears gushed 
from the poor man's eyes, as he exclaimed, " My 
lady ! — my honoured lady ! my sweet young Lady 
Anne ! — and I not to recognise her in all this 
misery and shame I" — 

Rapid as were the explanations bestowed by 
old Ralph on the noble spectator of the affecting 
scene that followed, they sufficed to arouse his 
utmost sympathy and indignation. His very utter- 
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ance failed him on learning that he beheld, in 
the victims of destitution before him, the daughter 
and granddaughter of the Earl of Luttrell — the 
mother and sister of Helena. 

It was to his <wm roof that he now insisted 
upon their being removed; and when, as they 
were accompanying him from the spot, there 
arrived a servant on horseback, despatched back 
by Sir Walter Luttrell to have a care of the two 
beggars whom he had left at the gates of Luttrell 
House, the duke commanded the man to bear 
back word to his friend, that << henceforth his 
deserted mother and sister abided under the pro- 
tection of the Duke of Glamorgan/* 

Such an intimation naturally apprized Helena 
that all hope was lost to her of securing the hand 
of her noble admirer. But it did not forewarn 
her of the still more unwelcome fact, that, after 
a few weeks' intimacy, his affections were to be 
transferred to her fair and artless sister, whose 
virtues gradually confirmed the conquest her 
beauty had begun. 

The Earl of Luttrell, meanwhile, who had 
carried with him from London the germs of the 
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prevailing epidemic, fell a victim to that frightfdl 
disease ; nor did it surprise the world that a will, 
executed by the wayward man in his last mo- 
ments, disinheriting his grandson, secured the 
whole of his vast property to " the daughter of 
his daughter Anne, on the day of her becoming 
Duchess of Glamorgan." 

" But what then will become 6f my grand- 
father's fortune?" — inquired Lucy, when ap- 
prised by hcB mother's youthful benefactor, of 
the singular terms of the bequest- <^ Surely the 
legacy wiU never take effect?" 

" That, dearest, must depend upon yourself I" 
was his- fervent reply. " By becoming Duchess 
of Glamorgan, Lucy Warnford, the daughter of 
the Lady Anne Luttrell, will not only render me 
the happiest and proudest of men, but be enabled 
to confer peace and independence on the best of 
mothers; and exemplify to the world the com- 
parative influence upon the human character and 
destinies, of the Schools of Nature and ArtJ* 
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" 'Tis mighty fine talking, Ursel," cried 
Nickel Wechsler, a cobbler of repute in the 
archiepiscopal and archpicturesque city of Salz- 
burg, to his sister Ursel, one of the prettiest 
damsels doing honour to the Sunday balls of the 
suburbs, — " but I tell you that no good will come 
of all this frisking and junketing. If half the 
time were passed at your knitting-needle — or 
spinning-wheel that you spend before the glass 
or in capering at profane waltz-meetings and 
cross-bow shootings, your name would be less 
bruited in the neighbourhood." 

"For which reason, good brother, I prefer 
joining in a merry dance to dangling a woollen 
stocking through my palms seven days in the 
week, when six ought to suffice the diligence of 
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the most persevering knitter in Salzburg. I 
choose to plait my hair before the glass, instead 
of twisting it up sullenly in a comer; I choose 
to dance, — I choose to sing; — ^for 'tis no reason 
because I am merry, that I may not be wise. 
If my name is oftener cited among the lads and 
lasses of the neighbourhood than suits certain 
prudish ears of my acquaintance, what is the 
worst word they string after it? — Coquette I 
Some call me pretty Ursel, — others merry Ursel, 
— and a few disappointed men and envious 
women, * Ursel the coquette!' — 1 snap my 
fingers at them I — So long as I remain Ursel the 
blameless, those who love me have no need to 
resent my being more thought of than other girls 
of my age." 

"Less thought of^ — more talked of!" per- 
sisted Nickel, punching away at an upper leather, 
as thick* as his own skulL 

" Who dares to say less thought of? " — cried 
Ursel, planting her round and mottled arms upon 
the back of his chair. " Is it not well known 
that every Sunday and feast day» I have as many 
partners pretending to my hand, as you have 
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made eyelet holes during the sermon wherewith 
you have been lecturing me ? — Did not Count 
Formian's head-gardener open the ball with me 
last St. Fiacre's day ?— Did not *' 

<< Why do you ask me, — since, frequenting no 
such ungodly assemblages, I am unable to 
reply?" — demanded Nickel, lifting his dismal 
fiEtce towards the joyous countenance of his 
sister. 

<< Truly no ! and the life of penance you lead 
(by way of making court to Fraulein Agnosia, 
the old canon's housekeeper), is almost an excuse 
for the cross-grainedness with which you pass 
judgment on your innocent sister. It sours your 
blood, good brother Nickel, to hang oyeY your 
last from morning till evening, and waste your 
breath from evening till night upon that detest- 
able trombone, which is the cause that we cannot 
get admitted as lodgers into any genteel abode. 
It is only in tUs dull alley, with a coffin-maker 
next door, and a coppersmith opposite, that they 
will put up with clanging and tapping all day, and 
a trombone all the evening I — Take my advice, 
Nickel — (I have as much right to give advice as 
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yourself) — throw over the Fraulein Agnesia — 
throw the trombone into the river — ^and your 
leathern cap over the windmill; and make a man 
of yourself I A mug of Bavarian beer now and 
then — a waltz occasionally on the greensward, — 
a new suit at Christmas, — and a merry heart all 
the year round, — will render you happier than 
dangling after the prim prude, who you fancy 
must have dollars in her pouch, because she has 
the canon's keys at her apron-string." 

" I would have you to understand Ursel 
Wechsler, that it is not for the hope of pelf, I 
sometimes repair in hours of recreation to the 
little temple of harmony in the cathedral close," 
said Nickel, mysteriously. 

" For what, then, in the name of heaven ? — 
You will never persuade me that you take pleasure 
in listening through the wainscot to the snoring 
of- the Herr Canon, or to the discourse of the 
shrew of a housekeeper, which consists of cutting 
remarks upon innocent girls like myself whose 
heart and heels happen to be lighter than her 
own?"— 

" The Fraulein has undertaken to get me pro- 
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moted to the post of trombone^player in the 
cathedral," said Nickel, in a self-satisfied tone. 

^^ She might as well promise to get me made 
an archdeacon ! " cried Ursel, with a hearty laugh. 
'^ Because you have a knack of fancying that you 
prefer Beethoven's symphonies to Strauss's ga- 
lopes, do you suppose that Herr Grumph (who 
is said to be the first chapel-master in the known 
world) would let you up into, the music gallery, 
even for so much as to become organ-blower? — 
Bah, bah, Nickel ! — Be wise in time, — Stick to 
your last, Nickel; and eschew the ambition of 
tromboning, or of rendering your sister a copy of 
the poor mortified-looking atomy of a woman, 
whom you allow to pay you her addresses." 

<^ I am ashamed of you !— I say no more than 
that I blush for you,"— cried-the cobbler, tapping 
away with redoubled zeal. 

" So can I not say of yourself^" cried Ursel, 
affectionately. " For oiyou^ brother Nick, I am 
right proud, except when 1 find you the dupe of 
a hypocrite, or disposed to play the tyrant over 
your poor orphan sister." 

« Don*t say that word again,— for it goes right 



Digitized 



by Google 



92 URSEL. 

through my heart, like my awl through this scrap 
of leather/' quoth Nickel. " Well do you know, 
my little Ursel, that had you a father in life to 
control, or a mother to counsel you, it is not your 
brother Nick who would take upon him to inter- 
fere with your diversions. But you have none 
but me^ Ursel. — We two are alone in the world; 
and should any harm befal you " 

^^ Harm I" reiterated the conscious maiden.. 

" 111 tongues are harm," persisted NickeL 

" Then heaven defend me from that of Ag- 
nesia !" ejaculated his sister. 

" Better defend yourself" replied the cobbler. 
" Abstain, my pretty Ursel, from the pink rib- 
bons that give oflFence in the eyes of the serious. 
Restrict yourself to one visit per month to the 
Rainbow Beer-gardens ; and above all " 

Ursel saw what was coming, and adroitly 
evaded the intended interdiction. 

*' If it were but to pleasure yott^ brother, not 
a foot would I ever set in the Rainbow Gardens 
again. But I perceive from whose quiver this 
arrow is launched, and I defy it. The old crea- 
ture detests every thing younger and better- 
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looking than herself; and just because, and (mly 
because, the o£Scers of the carabineer brigade 

chose to '' 

" Ursel," cried Nickel, sternly, " I won't hear 
another word of all this ! - You have no right to 
slander those who are more prudent than your- 
self. I frequent the Canon Dietrich's house, 
first, because I am artist to the establishment; — 
(I mend his reverence's soles, and keep Miss 
Agnesia's clogs in repair;) — and secondly, be- 
cause, as I have already informed you, thereby 
hang my hopes of preferment. Once established 
in the musio-loft, I might rise to be organist — 
KapeU'tneister^ — who knows, perhaps, to be a 
Haydn, a Mozart, a Beethoven I — But neither 
my pride nor my vanity has the smallest share 
in the advice which I give to my motherless 
sister, that she be more cautious in her comings, 
and goings, and delectations. That vapouring 
jackass of a drum-major, who holds himself for 
the finest sight between this and Innspruck, will 
be the undoing of your good name, Ursel. 'Us 
a fellow who will hint more slander by a twink- 
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ling of the eye, than others circulate by a whole 
week's backbiting/* 

"Not a word against Conrad Stein!** cried 
Ursel, primming her pretty mouth into an air of 
determination. " I am resolved not to listen to 
a syllable against the drum-major." 

" You must put something thicker than cotton 
into your ears, then,'* exclaimed Nickel. ** Not 
a man, woman, or child, within half a mile of 
the Linzer-Thor, but warrants him a jackan- 
apes!" 

" I don't say nay," replied Ursel, mildly. 
" Our neighbours here at the Linzer-Thor are 
scandalous folks. The best Word they have for 
yourself, brother Nickel, is stockftsch I I should 
be sorry to repeat the epithet they apply to the 
canon's housekeeper." 

" And is Otto Wirbel also a man of evil 
tongue ? " — demanded Nickel. " Inquire of Otto 
Wirbel what he has to tell of Master Conrad's pro- 
ceedings at Naples, during the last campaign." 

" Inquire of Otto ! when I have your express 
interdiction against intercommuning with any 
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thing that bears firelock, sabre, or sword," cried 
Ursel. " No, no, brother. If Otto Wirbel have 
anything to say against Conrad, he may put it in 
his pipe and smoke it, for me. I want to hear 
nothing on the subject, and least of all from him; 
of whom, as a fellow townsman and old acquaint- 
ance, I would fain think handsomely, and not as 
a vender of scandals." 

"E'en as you list!" said Nickel, wearied by 
frequent repetition of his task of monitor. ^< All 
I can tell you is — (and I said as much last night, 
when warming myself in the old arm-chair beside 
the stove of the Herr Canon)— that after all the 
admonishments you have had, if you still persist 
in running head-foremost into evil, I shall think 
it no duty of mine to tnake a war of extermina- 
tion against those who think and speak lightly of 
one who chooses to give them cause. I have 
said it, Ursel ! Henceforward, as you are your 
own enemy, become your own champion." 

" I have no recollection of having imposed a 
tax upon your valour in my behalf," said Ursel 
contemptuously. " You may even join, if you 
will, the host of my ill reporters ; for I have more 
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fear of the harshness of my own brother, than of 
that of Conrad Stein." 

Yet with all this vehemence of defence, for 
Conrad Stein, pretty Ursel cared not a straw ! — 
Like others of her sex, the cobbler's sister strove 
to conceal her real inclinations, by pretended 
enthusiasm in favour of one who was no more to 
her than a straw drifting on the waves of the 
Inn. Otto, her fellow-townsman and neigh- 
bour, — Otto, over whom, from twelve to seven- 
teen, she had tyrannized, just as, from two to 
twelve, the boy had tyrannized over herself, — 
was the secret idol of Ursel Wechsler; and 
nothing but the poverty, which had driven the 
poor lad into the ranks of the Austrian army, 
prevented the fair maid of the Linzer-Thor from 
giving him so much encouragement as might 
wring from him the confession of a reciprocal 
attachment. But the young soldier was penny- 
less. Ursel had not smiled,' and Otto had not 
spoken. Reading rejection in the frowns of her 
scornful brow, he resolved to think of Ursel 
Wechsler no more ; and if some evil spirit deri- 
ded his vow by nightly reproducing in his dreams 
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the form he had dismissed by day from his 
thoughts, it was no fault of Otto. 

To the interrogations of his commanding 
officer, he would sometimes half distractedly re- 
ply the name of Ursel : and to the sallies of his 
wild companions, still <Hhe one loved name." 
The more the living Ursel despised and misused 
him, the more the Ursel of his dreams was dis- 
posed to heal the wounds inflicted by her breath- 
ing prototype. The spiritual copy bore truest 
witness of the secrets of Ursel's heart When- 
ever at the Rainbow Gardens, or in the public 
promenades, or even in the aisles of the cathe- 
dral, or Theatiner^s church, the saucy sister of 
Nickel turned slightingly away at the approach 
of the handsome young carabineer, sometimes 
to bestow her choicest smiles on the drum-major, ■ 
sometimes to exchange a glance with a group of 
young college-students, among whom the name 
of Ursel Wechsler was a favourite toast; — as 
sure as he laid down his head that night on the 
straw bolster of his barrack-bed, the aerial form 
of the skittish damsel would glide to the bedside, 
breathing words of kindness, and promising 
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eventual refonnation to reward the constancy of 
his affection. 

<* Heaven knows best ! " mused Otto at times, 
when facing a severe drill under a summer^ssun, 
or enduring the ungracious reproofs of some 
boy-officer on a rainy fieldf day«-r-« In spite of 
her seeming savageness, at heart the girl surely 
loves me. The drum>-major is a liar as well as 
an ass. It is the drum-^major, and not poor Otto 
Wirbel, she is deluding. I would not give a 
kreuzer for the chance of the drum-major." 

Ursel,. meanwhile, would not have given a 
kreuzer for the drum-major's whole person, ac- 
coutrements included, from the tip of his regular 
tion feather, to the point of his jack-boots. A 
coquette at heart, she was unable to resist the 
temptation of leading in her chains a hero six 
, feet four in his boots, and six feet nothing with- 
out; and was too apt to accept his love-tokens 
of nosegays and Gratz ginger-bread, and fine 
protestations. But in her soul she despised him 
for an empty coxcomb; and did but follow the 
example, of the great, ladies her betters, who 
encourage empty coxcombs, wh^ihand0ome and 
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&shi<Miable, to the disparagement of many a 
worthy fellow^ plam-spoken and plain-looking. 

Not that the latter epithet was applicable to 
Otto'Wirbel^ — a fine soldier-like young fellow, 
who had brought back from his Nef^litan cam- 
paign a sprig of laurel) and a scar that added a 
more manly character to his fine bronzed open 
countenance never clouded, save when the skit- 
tishness of Ursel caused his heart to swell, and 
the gossips of the barracks to take note of his 
discomfiture ; and never so bright as when dream- 
ing of making her his wife, when the death of a 
rich uncle, the miller of Newmarkt, was to 
enable him to purchase his discharge. — In spite 
of the adverse projects of the demure Nickel for 
his sister's establishment in life, and in spite of 
Ursel's perplexing coquetry, it was not more than 
twenty times a month that Otto was driven to 
despair, or to the vowing of a vow that he would 
never again set foot in Nickel's house, or call 
down by his assiduities the disdain of Nickel's 
aster. 

One afternoon, meanwhile, a week or so after 
the foregoing remonstrance, Ursel sat impatiently 
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waiting her brother^s return to the house from 
his visit to the cathedral close, that she might be 
at liberty to fulfil an engagement with the young 
wife of her neighbour, the coppersmith. Having 
drawn forth Nickel's daring trombone from its 
case, she laid it on the table, with a book of 
anthems open beside his chair, and a bottle of 
beer ready to be opened beside the book of 
anthems, placed a clump of wood in the stove, 
and closed the shutters for the evening, in order 
that her brother might devote the time of her 
absence to his favourite pursuit But, in spite 
of her thoughtful zeal, no Nickel made his ap- 
pearance. In process of time, she was compelled 
to place a lighted candle beside the music-book, 
and gather together the embers of the exhausted 
clump.— Yet Nickel was still absent. 

He had, doubtless, been retained to supper by 
the prim housekeeper. Regardless of his sister's 
convenience, he was sharing the Fraulein's light 
porridge, while the coppersmith's fritters were 
getting heavy and cold; and Ursel's heart grew 
heavy as they. She was actually vexed into a 
fit of fretfuiness; — ^nor was it till, at half-pa^t 
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nine at night, it became time to put her glisten- 
ing locks into curl-papers, she heard a low tap at 
the window which was Nickel's mode of an- 
nouncing himself. Hastily drying her tears, and 
assuming an air of suUenness worthy the injured 
wife of some truant husband, Ursel prepared 
herself to unbar the doon 

But to her amazement, instead of the apolo- 
gies for which she had prepared herself, Nickel 
brushed hastily past her, without an attempt at 
excuse ; and leaving her to replace the bolts and 
bar, dashed down his fur cap upon his unoffend- 
ing trombone, and threw himself dc^gedly into 
aseat 

<^ I hope you found the Fraulein's cheer 
savoury, brother, and her March beer sound?" 
cried Ursel, having completed her task, and 
taking up her candle to retire to bed. 

^^I have tasted neither the one nor the other," 
rqoined Nickel in a surly voice. 

*^ Another time, then," resumed Ursel, with 
dignity, <<when you have pledged yourself to 
smoke away your evening at the beer-house, 
forewarn me, that I may make no promises to go 
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abroad. As your carouses occur not above once 
in a twelvemonth, the difficulty will be the less 
for all parties.'- 

** I have not had a pipe betwixt my lips, nor 
have I crossed the threshold of any house of 
entertainment," persisted Nickel, in the same 
morose tone. 

<< I will make no further questions or con- 
jectures, then,^ cried Ursel; "for theymij^t 
lead to answers unseemly for me to listen to; 
but *' 

"You will Twt — eh?** — cried Nickel, bursting 
forth into sudden violence. " Then, what J have 
to say to you, girl, shall be delivered without 
query or prompting. I have been to the cara- 
bineer^barracks, Ursel.** 

" So much the worse for your shoe-leather,'* 
replied Ursel, nothing daunted by the explosion 
of his voice ; " for the hill fs steep, and the pave- 
ment sadly out of order." 

" It may be so ; but my heart ached too sadly 
to leave me leisure to note it," replied Nickel, 
lowering his voice, and the alteration of his 
manner subdued at once the heart of Ursel. Her 
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attention was now engaged. She set down her 
candle, and prepared to listen. 

<< Yott will not ask me what caused my heart 
to ache?" — continued the cobbler, pushing away 
the trombone, and making a space on the table 
for his two elbows, on which to rest his cYnm 
*^ YaUi sister, who just now found so many idle 
questidns to gabble over to me, are suddenly 
struck dhmb?' 

<< By no means. You vidted the barracks to 
confer with your friend, Herr Hahn, the band* 
master, touching some professional matter of 
trumpets or cymbals," said Ursel, with assumed 
carelessness; ^< or, perhaps, becaiuse you wished 
to enjoy a game at dominoes with --^ — ^ 

" No more trifling!'' cried Nickel, sternly. 
^^ My visit, sister, was no matter of recreation. I 
went to the barracks to visit the infirmary." 

<< Indeed!" exclaimed Urse]5 in a faltering 
tone. " Has the drum-mqor got the—" 

<< The drum-major has got less than his de- 
sert," replied Nickel, sternly; " poor Otto some- 
what more !" 

^< Otto !" cried Ursel) turning pale as death. 
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"Otto Wirbel in the infirmary? — I saw him 
yesterday. — How long has he been ill ?" 

" He was wounded this morning about half 
an hour after parade." 

"Wounded?" — faltered Ursel, falling into a 
chair. 

" By Conrad Stein, who is at this moment 
under arrest!" and Wechsler was about to add 
more, when he perceived that all colour had for- 
saken the cheeks of his sister; that she was 
almost insensible and wholly motionless. 

" Ursel, look up I — Rouse thee, wench, — rouse 
thee — rouse thee!" cried Nickel, patting the 
palms of her hands, unfastening the belt that 
bound her slender waist, and terrified at the evil 
consequences of his harshness. 

"What brought about the quarrel between 
Otto and Conrad Stein?" — said she, when at 
length she recovered the power of utterance. 
" Answer me, brother — answer me truly." 

" No mortal knows what caused the two 
blockheads to fall to the words which caused 
them to fall to blows," replied Nickel. " They 
quarrelled this morning as the regiment was 
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quitting parade ; met half an hour afterwards, 
behind the garden of the old Kapnziner cloister; 
fought with small swords, like fools or madmen ; 
and by dinner time Wirbel was carried to the 
infirmary, mortally wounded." 

"No! not mortally ;-^if you love me, don't 
say mortally f* — cried Ursel, springing to her 
brother's arms and han^ng round his necL 

"I say not only what I fear^ but what the 
regimental surgeons have announced," replied 
Wechsler. " The drum-major was arrested this 
afternoon and thrown into the black-hole; which 
is what causes, I suppose, these tears and sobs." 

" Who cares for the drum-major I — Let them 
hang or shoot him, if they will I" — cried Ursel, 
almost frantic ^^ But why sent you not home 
to apprize me? — I should have been at the 
barracks as speedily as my feet would carry 
me."— 

" Because I would not have you mortified by 
being bidden to trudge home as fast as they 
would carry you back again.". 

<* Are not women sufiPered, then, to enter the 
infirmary?" 
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« Not sufiPered ? How else would poor Otto*s 
old mother be at this moment weeping and 
praying at his bedside ?" — 

^^h she at his bedside?" — ^moaned poor Ursel. 

"Marry is she, poor heart-broken creature! — 
I felt half ashamed to show my face in her 
presence. But she bore me no ill-will. She 
guessed not^the cause of the dueL'' 
. " And do you guess it, then, brother Nickel?** 

"I know only the common report of the 
barrack-yard. The soldiers were standing in 
groups, when I entered, discussing their com* 
rade*s misfortune; and^ot^r name, Ursel, readied 
my ear in every direction as the motive of Otto's 
disaster. Did I not forewarn you against that 
ass of a drum-major ? — Did I not tell you that 
evil would come of your caperipgs and junket- 
mgs?-- 

" But as yet we know not that this evil, at 
least '' 

" / know it," interrupted Nickel. " In the 
look of compassion, sister, with which our poor 
dying friend regarded me, as I stood beside his 
pillow, I read your accusation. I am as con* 
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vinced as I now strike my hand upon this table> 
that it was in defence of my sister's good name 
poor Wirbel drew his sword." — 

« Owehf O weh I " faltered Ursel. « What 
cause have I ever given for slander?" 

<<As much as many who have gone out of 
the world leaving but a ragged <reputalk>n to 
cover their memory," said Nickel* ^It was 
only last night, the good Agnosia thou^tit 
right to apprize me that Conrad Stein had been 
giving out to all who chose to hearken, that you 
had met him last week by app<»ntmeDt in Count 
Firmian's garden " 

<' And so I did," cried Ursel^ too impatient to 
listen to the end <^ But our meeting, God 
knows, had a blameless motive, and my biend 
Frau Schmidt for witness. And if such be the 
cause of dispute between' Stein and my poor 
dear Otto, I will- up U> the barracks at daybreak, 
and set Wirbel's mind at rest, by a full and true 
e^I^nation of the affidf ." 
' << Wirbel's mind will be at rest by daybreak 
urithotit any exj^iiation of yours," said Nickel, 
gloomily. ^He is condemned.^ His name is 
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on the black roadster. It is all over with 
Otto!" 

"In danger — in imminent danger? — Me- 
thought you did but say so to punish my heart- 
less coquetry,*' cried the now-distracted UrseL 
"Good Nickel, dear Nickel, — beseech you ac- 
company me this very moment to the barracks 
— ^beseech you, do, I have words to say that 
will bring comfort to the suffering man." 

**I tell you it is useless," cried Wechsler. 
** Wirbel would no more consent to see you, 
than to see a demon; and even were he so 
minded, I was myself turned away by the sur- 
geons. The patient is to be kept strictly quiet 
till the second dressing of his wound. They 
have ordered that none but his poor old mother 
shall keep watch by his side this night ; and 'tis 
thought this night will be his last." 

" At least, dear brother, let us ^," — sobbed 
poor Ursel. 

"I will forth upon no such fool's errand. 
Content yourself," said Nickel, doggedly. 

" Then truly I will forth alone," cried Ursel. 
And in a few minutes, arrayed in her hooded 
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doak and bearing a night-lantern, she prepared 
for the expedition. 

<^ Since you are so wilful, it shall not be said 
that I exposed my fadier's daughter to the in- 
sults and misusage of a barrack-yard," cried 
Nickel, clapping his fur cap upon his head ; and 
lo! with Ursel hanging on his arm, he re- 
traced his steps up the steep ascent towards the 
barracks; and there, bidding her await him a 
moment at the postern, contrived to obtain such 
an answer to her application from the soldiers 
on duty, as sent her home weeping and hope- 
less. — That was a grieyous night for the penitent 
UrseL— 

Next morning soon after day-dawn, she was 
again at the barracks ; no longer accompanied 
by the surly Wechsler, but by her compassionate 
friend and neighbour, the coppersmith's wife. 
Her success, however, was no greater than on 
the preceding night. The surgeons would allow 
no visitors to Otto Wirbel. 

She returned in the afternoon, — she returned 
again in the evening; and at this fourth visit 
managed to have her name taken up to the 
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accident-ward, in which the wounded man was 
confined, by a comrade admitted to visit the 
infirmary. But alas ! her last hope £aded on 
the return of the soldier. Otto \^bel begged 
not to be disturbed. He wished to hear no 
further mention of Ursel Wechsler. 

Pride ought now, perhaps, to have come to 
the maiden's aid; but at this crisis of misfor- 
tune, not even pride would stand her firiend. 
The more she found herself spumed by her 
victim, the more willing she was to grovel on 
the earth at his feet, confess her fault, and im- 
plore his forgiveness. There was no sacrifice 
Ursel would not have made to vindicate her 
honour in the «ars of the dying man, and im^ 
plore his pardon for her heartless levity. But it 
might not be. Otto was positive in hb refusals; 
and Ursel was at length fain to content herself 
with despatching her brother to the barracks 
twice a day to obtain tidings of the sufferer. 

For some days, they sounded sa^ly in her ears. 
For some days, the surgeons feared the worst. 
But at the end of a week, Otto was declared out 
of danger ; at the end of a fortnight he was almost 
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convalescent. An unimpaired constitution luid 
seconded the efforts of his attendants; and ere 
the month was at a close, Otto Wirbel wasT^ 
ported to his commancfing officers wot as fit for 
duty, but fit for imprisonment. It was proved 
during his illness that the challenge' had origi- 
nated with himself; and he had now to answer 
for bis breach (^discipline. 

A couit-martial was accordingly? impannelled. 
The two offenders were brought forth;: and as it 
was known to be the emperor's desire to check 
by rigorous measures the propensity to duelling 
which had of late years manifested itself in th^ 
ranks of the Austrian army, a severe sentence 
was anticipated. All Salsburg interested itself 
in the event: the female kind in &vour of the 
handsome drum-major, — the male in that of their 
brave fellow-townsman, Otto Wirbel.-*- 

But who can describe the bitter anguish of 
Ursel? — Who depict the struggles of conscience 
with which, till the sentence transpired, she ac- 
cused herself as the ruin of her good Otto, — ^her 
beloved Otto, — her cruel Otto; wringing her 
hands in unavailing remcnrse, and supplicating 
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her brother, almost on her knees, to go and bear 
witness against her in court, as the sole cause of 
his breach of subordination. Fortunately the 
cobbler was of a more sober frame of mind. It 
did not need the sage counsels of the Canon's 
housekeeper, to advise him that the council of 
war cared little for the cause, though much for the 
result of so condemnable a breach of discipline. 
If, however, there esisted among the gossips 
of the Linzer-Thor any so hard-hearted as to 
wish that Otto and Conrad might have to atone 
by the gauntlet, or perhaps a yet more cruel 
punishment, for their offence in the eye of the 
law, they were disappinted. As much to the 
amazement of Fraulein Agnosia as to the delight 
of Ursel, such honourable testimony was borne 
by his comrades and superior officers to Otto's 
gallantry in the Neapolitan campaign, that his 
sentence was commuted to hard service and sus- 
pension of pay for six months to come; while 
Stein was degraded to the ranks, and required 
to abdicate the staff of his beloved office of drum- 
major. 
Most people admitted the sentence to be over 
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lenient ; yet regretted deeply the mode in which 
it had fallen upon WirbeL For every kreuzer of 
the young soldier's pay and allowance had been 
lieretofore devoted to his poor infirm mother; 
and as to hard service, the consequences of his 
wound had so enfeebled him, and the disturb- 
ance of his mind so tended to retard his recovery, 
that he was scarcely fit for his ordinary routine 
of duty, much less for laborious work. Still, the 
court had been too merciful to admit of his 
hazarding an attested petition to that e£Fect to 
the president He chose to submit in silence. 
It should never be said of him that he showed a 
more craven spirit on the occasion than Conrad 
Stein. Whatever duty, therefore, was assigned 
him, was cheerfully executed. Courage stood 
him in stead of physical force. His brave spirit 
conquered all di£Sculties; and while his com- 
rades insisted that he ought to report himself 
sick, young Wirbel, with wasted brow and feeble 
step, was seen fulfilling tasks such as would have 
appalled a galley-slave. He fancied that should 
a portion of his six months of punishment be 
passed in the infirmary, the suspension of his pay 
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might be extended beyond the term, to the 
injury of his destitute parent. 

But there was one person who endured all 
this with a keener pang than the sufferer. Every 
grievance sustained by Wirbel fell with heavier 
weight upon the soul of Ursel Wechsler. Her 
strength failed with his, — her cheek paled with 
hisj-T-her heart sank with his. She kept watch 
over all his movements, — distant watch, for his 
unrelenting heart still refused to entertain a 
syllable offered in extenuation of the past; and 
every day she breathed her self-accusing mur- 
murs to her brother — « that the council of war 
had better have condemned Wirbel at once to 
au honourable death, than to die by inches !** — 
still ending with the declaration that she, the 
most unhappy maiden in all Salzburgh, was the 
cause of all ! — 

These occasions were not, of course, left un- 
improved by so judicious a moralist as Nickel. 
Many a time and oft did he lay aside his awl of 
a morning, and his trombone at even-tide, to. 
repeat with <^ damnable iteration" in the ears of 
his weeping sister, the homilies daily redted to 
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himself m ijie canonical tone of the cathedial 
close ; setting forth that Otto was indeed dying 
of weakness, — Otto's mother of hunger and cold^ 
— and that Urs^l, the coquette, and no long^ 
the blameless, ought to die of shame, as the 
remote origin of the e viL 

Fortunately, however, for the wounded spirit 
of Ursel, she knew one part of these accusatSons 
to be unfou^ed No privation had as yet he* 
fallen the old mother of the chivalrous, but crud 
carabineer; inasmuch as the hoardings of her 
previous industry, and all she could gain in 
addition by plying her spindle or knitting needles 
at the leisure' hours once devoted to girlidi 
recreation were now devoted to replenish the 
widow's cruise. ' Artless as she was, Ursel had 
too much delicacy to appear' openly as the 
benefactre^ of Wirbel's mother* She contrived, 
with the assistance of the coppersmith's wife, to 
make her ^ffcs appear the donations of a charit- 
able lady of rank; and the poor old woman's 
limbB '^were wanned and her meals made plente- 
ous, by the industry of one who was denied, now 
and for evermore, the happiness of being to her 
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as a daughter. Frau l/^^bel was as resolute in 
refusing to have the name of the Wechslers pro- 
nounced in her hearing, as Lady Capulet could 
have been in turning a deaf ear to that of Romeo 
Montagu. 
^ Unluckily, the winter set in hardly. — Early 
frosts darted their chilly influence from the 
gorges of the Salzburg mountains. Even in 
November the ground was covered with three 
feet of snow. The sledges went tinkling and 
whirring along the roads, and the glittering Inn, 
rippling through the city between shaggy bor- 
derings of ice, that vainly strove to unite its 
surface with the frozen banks. Poor Ursel was 
forced to cover herself in her cloak and eider* 
down quilt, while, for several hours after mid- 
night, she plied her busy wheel, unknown to her 
brother, who snored away 4lie night, dreaming of 
fugues and motets, oboes and trombones, un- 
witting the toils and sorrows of his disheartened 
and repentant sister. 

But never once did Ursel allow herself to 
indulge in the luxury of fuel. — So long as the 
aged limbs of Otto's mother were dependent 
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upon her for warmth, it was her duty to suffer, 
and be frugal. Her teeth chattered, — her blu^ 
hands could scarcely hold the knitting-needles, 
—her whole frame ached with intensity of cold ; 
but not a murmur escaped her lips. 

One night, — it was just twelve days after 
Christmas, — and all Salzburg was holding its 
feast of the Epiphany, or heiHge^drey^honigstagi 
after the fashion common to all Christendom, of 
eating spicy cake, and electing a king for the 
night. The stoves glowed with social fervour 
from one end of the city to the other. The river 
reflected back the illuminated windows of the 
quay ; and but for the bitter whirling gusts that 
blew across its half-frozen waters, there would 
have beein pleasure in contemplating the stream- 
ing of those innumerable lights upon the em- 
bankments of icicles and snow. But it was any 
thing but pleasure to be abroad iu such a night 
The cutting blast drove every living thing to 
shelter. A few miserable masterless dogs sat 
cowering close beside the house-doors, as if 
striving to imbibe the warmth exhaling through 
the crevices ; and beside one or two doors, where 
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the festivities of the inmates had congregated a 
sledge or two, the drivers, dismounted from their 
boxes, leant against their beasts for comfort, 
while the horses seemed reciprocally comforted 
by the vital contact. All was frost, — cutting, 
penetrating, darting, exterminating frost ! — 

Ursel Wechsler, meanwhile, having declined 
the invitation of the Schmidts to solemnize with 
them the cheerful festival of the koniffstoffj sat 
solitary beside her scarce warm stove ; awaiting 
the return of Nickel from Canon Dietrich's, 
whither he had taken his trombone to recreate 
the ears of his ancient dulcinea with a sonorous 
Weihnachtslied. The evening had been long and 
dreary; but she comforted herself with the re- 
flection that on that nighty the second month of 
Otto's sentence of punishment expired; while 
the earnings of her preceding week had exceeded 
the amount of a whole month of Otto's forfeit 
pay. These happy thoughts and the hum of her 
busy wheel beguiled the time; till Nickel's usual 
knock was heard, and the cobbler, bearing his 
instrument in its green-baize bag, was admitted 
into his domicile. 



Digitized 



by Google 



URSEL. 119 

" A cruel chilly night, take my word fort !" — 
cried he, proceeding to rake the all but extin* 
guished embers of his iron stove. " 'Tis not 
twelve minutes' walk from the cathedral hither ; 
yet I doubt whether the most wretched French 
caiti£F of the Moscow campaign had more ado to 
keep his fingers' ends from freezing, than I, as I 
crossed the bridge!"^— And Nickel shuddered 
audibly, suiting the action to the word. 

<^ I thought Fraulein Agnosia had promised 
you a draught of the Herr Canon's Twelfkh-night 
spice-bowl?" — said Ursel, looking up from her 
wheel with a smile. 

" And so she did, — and kept her word, and 
even fiivoured me with a second to wash down 
the first," said Nickel, stampitig his feet upon the 
brick-floor, as if to restore animation. <^ But 
even spice and wine lose their zest in such a 
night as this* I swear to you, /£e^ schwester, I 
am as chilled as though I had been lying a 
twelvemonth, stiff and stark, in the vaults of the 
cathedral" 

« Jest not upon the dead !" — replied the now 
sobered Ursel, in a grave tone. 
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<^ Faith ! I am ill-inclined to jest upon any 
thing," cried Nickel. " The cold seems to have 
got into my heart" 

" Will you try a glass of kirsdi ?" demanded 
Ursel, compassionately. ** I have not yet opened 
the flask which our cousin Johann brought me 
from the Tyrol last summer." 

" No, no ! — keep the gift for- some better oc- 
casion," cried Nickel. " Tyrolian kirsdiwasser 
id a thing not to be sneezed at, or tippled idly in 
a comer. 'Tis the sovereignest cordial on earth, 
and beats to sticks the cherry*water of Switzer- 
land or the Black Forest. Some feast-day or 
other, I will tell you news of Johann's kirsck.** 

" Have you had a merry evening ?" demanded 
Ursel, putting by her wheel, with the intention 
of preparing for bed. 

" Merry is scarce a befitting mood for the sober 
hospitalities of the Canon Dietrich's establish- 
ment," replied Nickel, demurely; " but I played 
my weihnacktslied completely to my own satis£eu^- 
tion, and smoked my pipe by the stove, and 
drank my draught, or draughts, as I have already 
acquainted you ; and had it not been for the in- 
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trusion of that noisy senseless brute, Agnesia's 
cousin, the foreman of the saltworks at Hallein, 
the evening might have sped glibly enough. But, 
for my part, I would as soon be in the company 
of an ox, as of that Alpine bear." 

" He is often at the canon's house of late ?" — 
said Ursel, carelessly. 

« Too often, — as you would doubtless infer,'* 
replied her brother. <<The excellent Agnosia 
takes more pleasure in his company than al« 
together pleases me, while I take nothing but 
disgust. Never does the rude rascal omit saying 
something malicious and mortifying; — some- 
times reflecting on Salzburg, — {he is Bavarian 
bom),— sometimes on my calling, — sometimes 
on my sister, — sometimes on myself; while, far 
more frequently than is becoming, his deluded 
relative thinks it courteous to reward with a 
smile, the stale pleasantries of her kinsman. 
This night, for instance, when I apologized for 
the somewhat impaired tones of my instrument 
as being chilled by the frost, not only was he 
pleased to be jocose touching the freezing of the 
tune in Baron Munchausen's horn; but when I 
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enlarged upon the bitterness of the weather, 
could find no better answer than to bewail the 
fate of Otto Wirbel, who, it appears for his sins, 
is mounting guard this night on the summit of 
the Monchsberg. — The Herr Stephan passed 
him at nightfall almost expiring of cold, and 
swears that the poor lad will be dead before 
morning. He intended the intelligence, my 
pretty Ursel, as a reflection upon yo«.'* — 
, " On whom else w it a reflection r^" — sighed 
Ursel. " But what cruelty to select a man re- 
covering from heavy sickness, — a shadow, a very 
shadow, — ^to occupy such a post on such a night I 
— The Monchsberg! — Why he will be scarcely 
able to keep his footing against the blast." 

<*And a storm of snow and sleet setting in 
for the night I " added the considerate brother. 
^' I warrant he'll be found three feet under drift, 
by morning,, poor dear Otto !" 

" At what hour is the guard relieved?" de- 
manded Ursel. 

" 'Tis a twelve hours' watch; from seven till 
seven, I fancy," replied NickeL ^^ Otto has 
now been three hours exposed to the biting night 
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mndB. A strong man is puzzled to withstand 
them in such weather; far more a poor puny 
sickly invalid By Saint Stephan ! 'tis a heinous 
thing to expose a poor ailing being like Otto to 
such a peril. But they say there's strife against 
him among the officers of his corps. The lieu- 
tenant, young 2^hy, has some cause of enmity 
against WirbeL 

" Who knows it, alas ! better than myself?" 
ejaculated Ursel, conscious that her indignant 
rejection of the young baron's insolent love-suit 
by a bold avowal of fidelity to Wirbel, was the 
origin of his animosity. " Nickel, if you are a 
charitable soul," she continued, **gird on your 
sheep-skin cloak, and carry poor Wirbel a draught 
of this comfortable cordial." 

" And why, I pray you, should I put in peril 
my own life by confronting the inclement skies, 
to solace a man who has been the innocent cause 
of so much annoyance to us all?" — demanded 
Nickel, with indignation. 

" Christian charity,— gratitude for his services 
to your sister," Ursel began. 

"Bah!" interrupted the cobbler. « Charity 
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begins at home ; and the difficulties I experienced 
this night in getting through mj tceihnachtslied 
convince me that, were I now to take cold my 
trombone must be laid aside for the winter. My 
lungs, Ursel Wechsler, are no longer what ihey 
were ! " — 

" Nor your heart neither/' mused Ursel, in 
the depths of her own. " You will positively not 
go then?" — said she aloud. 

"Positively, — definitively, — firmly. — I will . 
not budge this night from my comfortable home." 

" Good night, then," quoth Ursel, seizing the 
candlestick, and moving towards the door of her 
bedchamber; "good dreams to you, brother, till 
to-morrow." 

And having returned her salutation, and de* 
posited his trombone in the cupboard and his 
beaver-skin cap on a peg. Nickel went and did 
likewise. In a quarter of an hour he was snoring 
sound asleep. 

But it was not with a view to repose that 
Ursel had hurried into her chamber. Ursel's 
first movements there were to drop on her knees 
for a hasty prayer; and having commended hei^ 
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self to the protection of Heaven, she donned her 
warmest cloak, her clogs, her fox-skin breast- 
plate, dnd having tied over her chin a long silk 
shawl of Italian manufacture, the gift of Otto 
Wirbel, on Ins return from Naples, waited till 
the silence of the place, interrupted only by the 
ebb and flow of Nickel's audible slumbers, 
assured her that she might venture forth. Then, 
stealing towards their little buttery-hatch, she 
filled a small bag with refreshments (not for- 
getting JohaAn's memorable flask of Kirschen- 
wasser,) and turning the key stealthily in the lock 
of the house-door, sallied forth into the snow. 
Her first encounter with the chilly night-wind 
deprived her for some moments of breath; and 
as she took her waytowards the Monchsberg, 
Ursel continued to sob like a child recovering the 
shock of its first plunge into a cold-bath. 

The way was long, — ^the way was bitter, — the 
way was solitary: but so pre-engrossed was Ursel 
by her reflections, that she never once noticed its 
hardship. It was not till, having reached nearly 
the summit of the steep rock, (through which the 
passage cut by a defunct archbishop, bears the 
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striking inscription, « 71? Saxa loquuntuTj**) that 
she found herself scarcely able to stand against 
the whirling eddies of snow. The city lay at her 
feet with its thousand lights. Yet all appeared 
to be in utter darkness; — so blinding were the 
snow-gusts which drove against her frozen face. 

Ursel, having now advanced within a few 
paces of the lonely out-post guarded by Otto, 
expected every moment to be saluted with the 
*< Wer da ?*' of the vigilant sentinel. — But not a 
sound. The watch-box was close beside her. 
She stood upon the little eminence exacdy over- 
topping the Monchsberg-gate ; but not a word 
from Otto ! — Overpowered by presentiments of 
evil, Ursel rushed forward. No Otto was in the 
sentry-box : it was only by turning the light of 
her little lantern in all directions that, a short 
distance ofip upon the snow, she discerned some 
dark object, which her forebodings did not de- 
ceive her in announcing to be the prostrate form 
of Wirbel !— 

In an instant she was by his side, chafing his 
cold hands, warming on her bosom his senseless 
brow5 and at length, insinuating between his lips 
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a few drops of the restorative cordial with which 
she came provided. But still, Otto gave no 
token of life I — His arms hung listless,— his form 
lay half embedded in snow,— -his eyes were closed. 
No breath was on the blue lips of the soldien — 

"Oh God! he is dead — he is gone! — He 
hath died here, succourless, of feebleness and 
cold. And I, miserable fool that I am, have 
been the cause of this ! — Otto, — ^my own Otto ! 
my only love, — my love from childhood, — my 
good, brave, precious, generous, loving Otto ! — 
Oh ! what will become of his mother, when these 
miserable tidings reach the ears of the widow 
Wirbel!"— 

And either the kisses wildly bestowed by Ursel 
upon the cheeks of her victim, or these frantic 
outcries, at length reached the torpid soul of the 
soldier. Wirbel heaved a deep sigh, and un- 
closed his eyes, to find himself lying under the 
overclouded canopy of heaven, his head upon the 
knees of a woman, whose warm breath and fall- 
ing tears seemed to have recalled him to life and 
consciousness. 

" How is this?" — faltered the soldier, attempt- 
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ing to uplift his feeble limbs. <^ Where am I ?— 
and who hath thus charitably relieved me?" — 

" Drink this, dearest Otto," murmured Ursel, 
again o£Pering the flask to his lips. And without 
heed of the voice that addressed him, the soldier 
imbibed a mouthful of the kindly spirit. He was 
revived* Struggling with his sense of helpless- 
ness, he gradually raised himself; and Ursel too 
rose, and stood upright beside him. But the 
little lantern, which still lay on the drifting snow, 
threw no light upon her face; and Otto had still 
no suspicion that he had been assisted by more 
than an accidental passenger. 

" I thank you, good woman," said he, "for 
having thus providentially preserved my life* 
But for your accidental arrival at this desolate 
spot at this late hour, I should have been found 
dead at my post when the patrol came its rounds. 
A thousand and a thousand thanks. I am an 
idling man; unmeet, God knows, to weather 
nights like this ; and how I shall make through 
the hours to come He only can tell who hath this 
once preserved me. In His mercy do I put my 
trust — in His strength I am strong. Fare- 
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well, good friendly wayfarer. Take a grateful 
stranger's advice, and lose no time in regaining 
the city.. A hurricane is coming on/* 

" Regain the city, and leave you here 
alone?" — cried Ursel* in her natural voice, 
<« Never/'— 

" Ursel!" ejaculated the soldier, starting from 
her side, ** Ursel Wechsler? — Is it to yow, then, 
my safety is o\dng ?" cried Wirbel, snatching up 
the lantern and turning it upon the pale face of 
his devoted assistant. ^^ Rather would I have 
perished in the snow, maiden, than be in aught 
indebted to such friendship." 

" Say not so I — Oh ! say not, say not so ! " cried 
Ursel, joining her hands in supplication. <' Be 
merciful. Otto I — be forgiving. My fault has 
been expiated by the anguish I have endured 
during your danger — ^your sickness — your im- 
prisonment — your trial. I am here, my own 
dearly loved Otto, — alone in the darkness of this 
dreadful night, only to aid and comfort you. I 
heard of your being on guard at the Monchs- 
berg outpost, and guessing what would ensue in 
your present weak and wasted condition, flew 
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hither to be your comforter. Do not reward me 
thus ! — Give not curses for blessings." — 

Involuntarily the warm-hearted soldier ex- 
tended a hand, which was instantly locked be- 
tween those of Ursel, and covered with her 
kisses. ^< It is generous of you, I admit, to be 
here," whispered he. " But far rather than that 
you should have done this rash thing for my 
sake, would I learn to forget that hateful assig- 
nation with the villain Stein, at Count Firmian's 
garden. O Ursel, Ursel! you whom I had 
hoped one day to make my wife ! — That you 
should have deigned in favour of that fool — ^that 
knave— that castaway — so n^^ch that " 

" What on earth did I ever vouchsafe to Con- 
rad Stein which was not g^ranted in the eyes of 
hundreds of witnesses?" cried Ursel, interrupt- 
ing him. " Once only, I admit, we met at the 
Firmianische gardens — once, when by invitation 
of Kaspar the head-gardener, I accompanied 
thither our neighbours the Schmidts to view the 
orangerie. The drum-major, having overheard 
the appointment, contrived, as by chance, to 
meet me there. But what did his sauciness 
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avail him ? — So coldly was he receiyed by us all, 
that he was forced to say a hasty good day, and 
make his way back again to Salzburg." — 

"And was this really and truly all?''— cried 
the oveqoyed Wirbel. 

"All— all!— as God hears and judges me I 
Nay, there were witnesses! Inquire of my 
friends the Schmidts,— inquire of Kaspar him- 
self, — ^too jealous a man to have supported the 
presence of Conrad Stein, or countenance my 
foUy/' 

" Ursel, I have been hasty," cried the relent- 
ing soldier. " Yet had you heard the vilifying 
vaunts with which this lying fellow, in presence 
of the whole barrack-yard, alluded to the cir- 
cumstance ^" 

" I should not, on such testimony, have con- 
demned the friend of my childhood," cried Ursel. 
" But enough of Conrad. To-morrow, Otto, if 
we live so long, I will bring you into the pre- 
sence of those who witnessed the whole transac- 
tion. To-night, think we only of yourself and ' 
your sufferings. Eight terrible hours still remain 
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to you, my beloved Otto. How will you abide 
the trial ? You are scarce able to stand* At 
any moment the faintness may return." 

** I am indeed chilled to the very marrow !'' 
faltered Wirbel. "A soldier ought to be 
ashamed to confess so much. But my wound 
has recently reopened. I am fitter for the hos- 
pital than for this post, only that I chose not to 
report myself on the sick list, for reasons relating 
to my poor mother." 

As he spoke a sudden whirlwind drove the 
blinding sleet in eddies around them ; and while 
Ursel stood firm, the enfeebled soldier had great 
difiiculty in keeping his feet. 

<« Were I but once warm again," said he, with 
chattering teeth, " I would be wiser in main- 
taining circulation by keeping myself in con- 
tinual motion." 

" That advantage might easily be accom- 
plished," said Ursel. " The kilns are not above 
a quarter of a mile down the mountain side. I 
rested there on my ascent; and could scarcely 
support the unnatural heat of the place." 
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*^ Be the temperature what it may, it avails 
not to me," cried Wirbel, ** since I may not, for 
a moment, desert my post." 

*^ And who is to know that you deserted it ?" 
cried UrseL 

<^ There pass occasional travellers and carriers 
along this road ; who, missing the challenge of 
the sentinel and suspecting that mischief had 
beSeJlen him, would probably institute inqidries." 

^^ If that be all, I flatter myself I am as well 
able to shout, < Wer da V and demand the word, 
as the best man of you all !" cried Ursel, with 
spirit. 

"YoM, Ursel?" 

^^ Lend me your cloak, schako, and musket, 
and I will cheerfully mount guard till you re- 
turn." 

" You fancy that I would leave you alone in 
this dreary, desolate place?" 

" I fancy that* you will obey my injunctions. 
Otto, as you used formerly, when you loved your 
poor little UrseL And I hereby protest to you, 
that only on condition of your repairing instantly 
to the kilns, and remaining there half an hour, till 
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you are thoroughly warmed and restored, will / 
consent to overlook your want of faith in giving 
ear to the calumnies of Conrad Stein. Refuse 
me at your peril. But, no I you will not refuse 
me, Otto ! — ^you will not afHict the soul of your 
own Ursell^— You will comply with my en- 
treaties, Nicht wahrf Dearest, dearest Otto! 
say yes, and set my heart at ease." 

^< But should the captain take it into his head 
to go the round of the outposts, at midnight, 
according to regulation?" demanded Otto. 

" You well know that it is not once in fifty 
times the Monchsberg post is visited. But let 
us not lose our opportunity. Quick! your 
schako, — your carabine, — and away with you to 
the kilns." — » 

The woman tempted Otto, and he did go. 
After more disputing than it might amuse the 
reader to record, he eventually complied with 
UrsePs request. Arrayed in her lover's accoutre- 
ments, the stout-hearted maiden assumed his 
post ; while her lover, with faltering steps, stag- 
gered his way towards the genial atmosphere of 
the kilns. 
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Urgel Wechsler's meditations, in the interim, 
were far from agreeable. She was alone on the 
isolated summit of the Monchsberg; alone, in 
the most dreary night of the dreariest winter. 
All that Ursel had ever listened to in childhood, 
hj her father's fireside, of goblins and gei&ter^ 
black, white, or gray, — aerial or terrestrial,— 
forest kings or gnomes, — Rubezahl and every 
other spirit of Germanic account, — recurred to 
her imagination I She was in the very position 
to be exposed to the temptations of unearthly 
beings. Half-way betwixt earth and sky, on 
the top of a mountain, it would be a mercy if 
she were not half-way between the Monchsberg 
and the antipodes, before daybreak. It would 
be a mercy if she were able to call her soul her 
own by the time of Otto's return. 

The wind whistled shrilly, like the spectral 
voice of some unseen power. The sleet, like 
arrowy darts, drove piercingly against her face. 
Deeper bowlings soon appeared to arise in the 
distance, — ^the bowlings of the night wind, im- 
prisoned among the stems of the mountain pines. 
But the terrified soul of Ursel ascribed them to 
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another origin. She had heard tales of wolves 
frozen out of the Rhetian forests, coming down 
in herds upon Salzburg, during an inclement 
winter. ITiese prowlers of the night were doubt- 
less already abroad, to prey upon such human 
stragglers as they might obtain. The wolves 
were upon her ! Otto would find nothing on 
his return but her mangled remains ! — 

Overpowered by this new terror, Ursel sank 
upon her knees ; and closing her ears resolutely 
with her hands to exclude the hideous sounds by 
which her spirit was appalled, began to mutter 
aves and paternosters, determined to beguile the 
time of WirbeVs absence by unremitting prayer* 
The fiercer raged the inclement winds, the closer 
she ensconced herself in the sentry-box — the 
more fervent became her orisons. 

" Heaven will have a care of me," thought 
Ursel. "I should never have persuaded poor 
Otto to quit his post, but by representing to him 
the ruin his untimely death must bring down 
upon his poor destitute mother. The same good 
motive which determined him, will secure divine 
protection to us both." 
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And lo ! as she uttered this pious aspiration, 
a pattering was heard upon the snow. It was too 
soon for Otto's return. The beasts of prey were 
doubtless at hand; and groaning aloud in her 
agony, covered her face with her handi^ to meet 
her fate. In a moment, she was roughly seized 
— fiercely shaken. But as her ears became un- 
covered by the movement, it was easy to discern 
that the rough terms in which she was addressed 
were uttered in good round German, and that 
the brutes by whom she was beset were of the 
human species, — It was Z^hy I — It was the cap- 
tain and his guard ! 

The consternation of Ursel at this discovery 
was only to be exceeded by the astonishment of 
the officer and his men, on finding the Monchs- 
berg outpost guarded by a woman, and that 
woman Ursel Wechsler. The young baron, who 
had been moved to this unusual zeal of duty by 
knowing that Wirbel was on guard, and hoping 
that he should find the feeble soldier at fault, 
was irritated to frenzy by so public a display of 
Ursel's fidelity. Directing the girl to be dragged 
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to the guards-house, and refusing to giye ear to 
her protestations of Wirbel's dying condition, he 
left two of his men at the piquet, wiUi orders to 
arrest Otto Wirbel in case he should make his 
appearance. 

Next day, the barracks rang with intelligence 
that the antagonist of Conrad Stein was once 
more a prisoner; and on this occasion, for an 
offence so heinous in the estimation of military 
law, that there remained no hope of pardon. 
Over his accompKce in error, the commandant 
of the garrison could exercise of course no au- 
thority. After passing a night of misery and 
shame at the guard-house, softened only by the 
compassionate good faith with which the soldiers 
listened to her recital of their comrade's suffer- 
ings and her own share in producing his mis- 
demeanour, the fair msdd of the Linzer-Thor 
was suffered to depart; to encounter on her 
brother's thre^ld the most cruel revilings, as a 
dishonour to her Other's house and a curse to his 
existence. Not a word would Nickel hear in 
extenuation. Her good name, he protested, was 
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gone for eren What honest man would take to 
his bosom a maiden detected in passing the nig^ 
with a soldier at a lonely ontpost ? 

Thoi^h hard to bear, Ursel Wechsler listened 
to these upbnddings with comparative micon- 
cem. Before quitting the fortress, she had been 
assured by the oldest soldiers that nothing re- 
mained for Otto Wirbel, but to commend his 
soul to Heaven; that he was a dead man, as 
thoroughly as those alluded to the preceding 
night by her brother as tenants of the cathedral 
vaults. There was no pardon for an Austrian 
s(ddier convicted of having deserted his post. 

For a moment, the spirit of the exhausted 
maiden gave way under l^s pressure of calamity. 
Otto was to die, — $he would die too. The widow 
Wirbel would find shelter for her grey hairs in 
the grave ; and Nickel, who had cast her from 
his heart, perhaps a£Pord tears to the memory of 
his poor sister. But her natural energies were 
soon roused agam. She would not despair — she 
must not despair ; — she would throw herself at 
the feet of the mayor of Salzburg, in whose 
household her late mother had been a domestic 
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servant; — she would engage Kaspar to intercede 
with Count Firmian for his interposition; she 
would beset every member of the town council, 
— she would procure a petition from her neigh- 
bours of the Linzer-Thor-— Even the Canon 
Dietrich should be pressed into the service of 
mercy. 

But strong as was Ursel Wechsler's courage 
and diligently as her projected measures were 
brought to bear, all profited her nothing. The 
mayor additessed a memorial to the command- 
ant, — ^the town-council interceded,— the neigh- 
bours petitioned;— while the spectacle of UrsePs 
sweet face, perpetually bathed in tears, might 
have moved the very stones of the Monchsber^ 
far more the human heart of an Austrian general 
of brigade. Yet the commandant remained in- 
flexible. In military law, example is everything; 
and for example sake. Otto Wirbel must be shot, 
in order to secure the subordination of the hun- 
dred thousand men at arms of his kingly and 
imperial majesty, the Emperor Francis. — Sen- 
tence of death was duly pronounced upon the 
prisoner. 



Digitized 



by Google 



URSEL* 141 

And how did Ursel support this consummalion 
of her evil destinies ? Alas ! who could reply ! 
Driven from her brother's roof by the severity of 
Nickel and the taunts of the savage Agnesia, Ursel 
had already disappeared. Most people were of 
opinion that the waters of the Inn rolled over the 
corse of the fair maid of the Linzer-Thor. 

The day of execution arrived At daybreak, 
the troops of the garrison were drawn out in 
order, to witness the legal butchery of the poor, 
frail, wasted form of Otto WirbeL The soldier 
had exchanged words of comfort with his priest,— 
words of forgiveness with Conrad Stein. His 
comrades had shaken hands with him, many of 
them with watery eyes and heaving bosoms; 
while his old mother remained locked silently in 
his arms, till the booming of a gun from the 
battery, gave signal that the procession was ap- 
proaching. The coffin of the condemned man 
was straight borne forth; the de projimdis rose 
from the attendant priests. A company of his 
fellow soldiers, with their carabines reversed, were 
in attendance to perform the behest of the law 
upon Otto Wirbel !— 
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Eveiy heart sickened, as the brave young sol- 
dier stepped forth into the winter sunshine; his 
countenance fixed and firm, — his athletic form 
wasted by confinement and disease. With un- 
flinching gait, he took his place in the procession ; 
and the crowd, which had forced its way upon 
the platform of the fortress appointed for the 
execution, drew together in closer condensation, 
to breathe a friendly ejaculation as he passed. 

" God bless thee, Otto Wirbel ! " — cried one. 

" Heaven have mercy upon the soul of the 
best of sons !" — cried another. 

" Die bravely as you have lived !" shouted a 
third; " and God forgive your judges." 

" He is the only son of his mother, and she, a 
widow!" was murmured in fainter accents by 
many. 

A gleam of satisfaction at these tokens of 
human sympathy, irradiated the sunken eye of 
the victim. 

Arrived at the fatal spot marked out by the 
provost-martial. Otto stood a moment erect, 
raising his eyes and hand to the sparkling winter 
sky, as if breathing the submission of his soul to 
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a decree sanctioned by the will of Heaven; and 
all eyes gazed with sorrowful admiration upon 
the wreck of that manly form. 

At that moment, in compliance with the orders 
of Baron Zachy, the officer on duty, he was 
about to strip his uniform from his breast, in 
order to kneel down for better exposure of his 
breast to the fire of his friends and comrades. 
When lo ! a deafening shout rose from the mul- 
titude, — a shout not to be overpowered by the 
roll of muffled drums, or repressed by the 
authority of military despots. Every face was 
turned towards the spot where the commandant 
and his etat^major were stationed. For lo ! a 
scroll was in the general's hands, and Ursel 
Wechsler was at bis feet. 

" A reprieve I — a pardon I — a special mes- 
senger from Vienna I" rent the air in all direc- 
tions. And for once the general voice spoke 
* true. 

Moved by the forlorn condition of a stray 
lamb of his flock, who had thrown herself upon 
his mercy for personal interposition with th^ 
emperor, the venerable Archbishop of Salzburg 
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had condescended to forward to the Imperial 
Council of War the documents and certificates 
pro^dently collected by Ursel. The prayer of 
the righteous man had availed much. The arch- 
bishop, a rare petitioner, was not to be rashly 
refused. The case was taken into consideration, 
and consideration had redeemed the life of Otto 
Wirbel. 

Not a soul in Salzburg but rejoiced in the 
commutation of his sentence. Not a soul in 
Salzburg was surprised when, within a twelve- 
month of that fatal sixth of January, the dis- 
charged soldier was united, at the cathedral altar 
of St. Ursula, by the hands of Canon Dietrich, 
and under especial archiepiscopal favour and pro- 
tection, to the sweet sister of Nickel Wechsler. 

It is rumoured, though not expressly written 
in history, that the Fraulein Agnosia would 
fain have profited by so auspicious an occasion 
to become " Frau Nicklas Wechsler." But 
the reserved cobbler had withdrawn his suit 
Vexed at having sufiPered himself to be deluded 
into harshness towards his innocent sister, (or 
perhaps satisfied that through Ural's influence 
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he was secure of his promotion to the music- 
gallery without the interference of either the 
Canon or his housekeeper,) the trombone-player 
avowed his intention to remain a bachelor. In 
evidence of this determination, on Ursel's se- 
cession from his household, he persuaded the 
widow Wirbel to become its inmate; who, being 
stone deaf, presided to the day of her death 
over the chopping of his saurkratU, and the salt- 
ing of his ffiirkeTif undisturbed by the gruntings 
of the trombone. 

Of all the happy couples now alive imd merry 
in Salzburg, commend us to Otto and Ursel 
Wirbel, at the Wirthshaus of the "Jolly Cara- 
bineer;" from whose lips we had the satisfaction 
of learning this " true story of true love." 
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The world has been growing, of late years, 
so wondrously philosophical, that those idlers 
upon the surface of the earth, who go simply 
through life with their ears and eyes open, bask* 
ing in the sunshine and luxuriating in the shade, 
are often too roughly required to render an 
account of their tears and smiles. The work-a- 
day world is now a mere sampler for the cross- 
stitch sewing of pd!btem-ladies, experimentalists 
in political economy. The rationalist, as well 
as the schoolmaster, is abroad; — the rationalist, 
who rules with his iron ferule, circumscribes our 
wanderings, chastises our emotions, and deals 
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out our joys and sorrows as per rule of algebraic 
science. 

The primrose on a river's brim, 
A yellow primrose is to him. 
And it is nothing more ! 

A grove of horse-chestnuts^ with its prodigal 
redundance of blossoms, is a roass of unprofit- 
able timber in his sight ; nay, even the cradle- 
crowded wards of the Hospice des Enfans Trouves 
— is a hot-bed of corruption, — the source, as 
well as evidence, of national delinquency ! 

The rationalists may be right; or, thank 
Heaven, we, at least, are not called upcHi to 
wrestle with bis arguments. Fate, which has 
stuck so many thorns into our side, spares us 
the necessity of legislating for the crimes or 
frailties of the human race. No penal code, — 
no system of prison discipline, — tax.es our frivo- 
lous pen with labour and sorrow; and it may 
consequently subscribe to the canonisation of 
St Vincent de Paul, the patron of the destitute 
orphans of France, without a scruple of con- 
science ! while standing beside the crii^ of 
the Hospice^ and rejoicing in the smiles of the 
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hundreds of worse than fiatherlesft or mother^ 
less infants, warmed and fed in the bosom of 
charity. 

The huge, rambling, but airy, hospital of the 
Rue d'Enfer, which, for nearly fifty years past, 
has been devoted by the French government to 
the use of deserted foundlings, was formerly a 
nest of lazy monks, known by the name of Les 
Pirei de TOratoire; — ^the Enfans TrouvSs being, 
at that time, housed in a miserable dwelling 
hired of the chapter of Notre Dame, adjoining 
the cathedral, where a cradle^ containing one of 
the little foundlings, was constantly exposed, to 
excite the commiseration of the benevolent. A 
widow lady, residing in the neighbourhood, 
touched by their neglected condition, received 
them into her own habitation ; and it was there 
that the virtuous St Vincent discovered the 
little innocents to have been made an article of 
infamous trafEu; by the servants of their pseudo 
benefiEictressy grown weary of their gratuitous 
attendance. 

In 1683, therefore, he petitioned government 
for a safer domicile ; and engaged the Sisters of 
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Charity to bestow their care upon the unhappy 
babes. Funds were still wanting for the sup- 
port of the establishment; and so many were the 
applicants, tlmt it came at length to^be decided by 
loty which should be received into the new hos- 
pital, and which cast forth to perish I — Again did 
St. Vincent de Paul preach to the city in their 
behalf, and petition the court; and the repulses 
encountered by the philanthropist in his at- 
tempts, served only to stimulate his zeal. He 
obtained for the hospital' a smalt annuity, gra- 
dually increased with the increasing number of 
foundlings; and from the original allowance of 
200^. steriing per annum, the grant was even- 
tually augmented to 1,000/., while various 
asylums were successively awarded to their use. 
Soon after the revolution, and the abolition of 
reli^ous orders, the celebrated abbey of Port 
Royal des Champs was at last converted into a 
lying-in hospital, and the adjoining convent of 
L'Oratoire bestowed upon the Enfims Trouvis ; 
and it is there that nearly ten of the fifty 
thousand foundlings annually protected by public 
charity throughout the kingdom of France, are . 
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at present* secured from misery and destitution. 
Received at all hours of the day and night, and 
superintended by the pious sisterhood of St Vin- 
cent de Paul, with scarcely less than motherly 
tenderness, the infants are reared by wet-nurses 
from the provinces; who, after a week'i» reo- 
dence in the hospice^ withdraw with several babes 
under their charge to the country, where they are 
visited at intervals by the preposSs, or agents of 
the establishment Ailing and weakly children, 
however, are retained in the infirmary of the 
hospital, for the benefit of medical advice ; and 
at twelve years of age, each child is apprenticed 
to a trade, or consigned to the Orphan Allium. 
Such is the order of the establishment Its 
a^)ect how touchingly mournful ! — You enter the 
grating of the parlotr^ and find one or two Sis- 
ters of Charity engaged with needle-work, or a 
pious book, constantly on the watch for the turn- 
ing of the machine containing th^ cushion on 
which the deserted duldren are deposited; and 
rarely does an hour elapse, but the feeble wail 

* 1832. — New regulations have recently been adopted by 
tbe French Government. 

Ha 
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of an infant ia heard in that tranquil' chamber. 
The announeing-bell rings, — ^the nuns lay aside 
their ^work^ — oipem a little OTen4ike door in the 
waUy and, proud to examine the new-comer, in- 
aeribe it in the register of the hospicey with dates 
of day and hour, and a particular descriptiim; 
sometimes even with the name affixed to its dresa^ 
whether that dress may be the purple and fine 
linen, betraying the child of shame despatched 
from some noble mansion, under a midwife's 
diaige, or the coarse or ragged vestments still 
xncdst with the tears of a half-starred mother, 
forced to alienate her last-bom from her bosom 
that she may have leisure and strength to labour 
for the rest 

Not unfrequently, a young father and mother 
are aeen to enter the jMir/otr, and openly resign 
their helpless offipring to the care of the nuns, 
with the avowal of their name and misfortunes* 
and the eai^ression o£ a hope that they may claim 
back, m happier times, the dnld they are forced 
to abandon. — Not unfrequently, some UDbiq[^y 
mother who has consigned her infant to the turn- 
ing-cradle, and watched its admission into the 
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hMipkey forces her way after it into the parhirt to 
take another look» — another kiss, — and breathe 
upon the forehead of the innocent one lasi^ one 
final prayer, that the world may deal less hardly 
with it than with the authors of its. being I-r 
Others, more hardened> or perhaps more miser- 
able, fling from them with a curse the helpless 
burden on which their vices have entailed the 
stigma of shame, turning away from the receiy-* 
ing-box without a pang, — without a shudder; 
and these, but for the benign intervention of St. 
Vincent de Paul, would probably have become 
guilty of infanticide! — 

In a corridor opening from the chief entrance 
of the hospital, stands a marble statue of that 
most christiau of modem saints^ its patron and 
b^iefiactor, holding in his arms a rescued infant, 
while another lies ready to perish at his feet;— 
a picture preparing the mind for the inspection 
of ihe dormitories aboye, with their rows of 
cradles^ each with a slewing babe cozily nestled 
in warmth and comfort between the snow-white 
sheets* Laundries^ kitchens, wardrobes, infirma* 
ries, — ^all are airily distributed and actively atr 
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tended by the yi^ant and tender-hearted nuns;^ 
and it is curious to note the womanliness of 
nature breaking forth in each kind Sister, as she 
points out to the visiter some especial darling, — 
some little' one with bluer eyes or deeper dimples 
than the rest, — some favourite, who has been 
won by her endearments to smile upon her 
from between its white curtains as she passes, 
or even to put forth its tiny hand in token of 
recognition. 

So should it have smiled upon her who bore 
it — so should it have caressed the mother whose 
blood flows in its veins. But she is away ; — she 
is labouring or grieving afar o£P, happy that her 
infant has found a second mother on whom it can 
lavish its first outpourings of tenderness. In 
general, too, the hospital boasts one universal 
pet — some little toddling thing which has been 
preserved through desperate sickness, or under- 
gone some accident, till the rMrende mirej or 
8(Bur superieure obtains from the directors a per- 
mission, often renewed, to retain it at the hospice 
for a time, instead of sending it back to country 
nursing. What a fate ! — ^to be the foundling of 
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some twenty mothers ! Every kiss disputed, — 
every word watched as a miracle by those whose 
attention were otherwise devoted to the unmean- 
ing cries of the newly-born, or the murmurs of 
the sick and fretful ! — 

There was one such idol there, when last we 
visited the wards of the Hospice des Enfans 
Trouves; — a lovely, little, fair-haired prattler of 
two years old, crawling at the feet of a group of 
the Sisters, as they sat engaged in the wardrobe, 
mending and making baby-clothes for the esta- 
blishment; and a singular contrast did her 
sportiveness afford to the subdued demeanour of 
the nuns in their gowns of black serge, and 
starched and snowy hoods» Each, peeping from 
her work, had a smile to bestow on the gambols 
of little Rosalie. For Rosalie had been rescued, 
in a half-dying state, from the hands of a cruel 
nurse, whose male&ctions were brought to light 
by the preposis in the course of their domiciliary 
visits; and^ when recovering from the fever of 
inanition, which had been expected to end in a 
deep decline, was found so much endeared to 
her kind protectresses^ that she could not easily 
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be parted with. Rosalie was voted, in short» too 
delicate to be entrusted to ordinary nursing $ 
and pretexts were again and again found for 
delay, sanctioned, with a smile, by the bene- 
volent registrar and his assistants* 

"'Elle est si gentille — si gentille!" pleaded 
the sister who accompanied us in our survey; 
^< et puis, cette pauvre petite, elle a tant soufiTert; 
et puis, elle nous alme |;ant! — Ce serait son 
arret de mort de Teloigner de Thospice ; et pour 
nous autres, je ne sais plus ce que nous devien- 
drons sans notre petite Rosalie !'' 

And it must be admitted that the infantine 
beauty of the child was of rare perfection — 

Making a sunshine in tbat shady place. 

<* But yonder little fellow," — said one of our 
party, pointing out to our sober-suited com- 
panion a sturdy boy of about five years olAy 
seated deminrely on a little ^xxd, to watch, with 
apparent awey the industry of the sisters and 
the sports of his fair feUow-foundling,^ — ^ does 
not appear to have suffered from ilL-bealth or 
ill-treatment Yet he has considerably pas»ed 
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the age for rexhaining here. Is he^ too^ a isr 
votirite?" — 

^ The boy arriyed only last night from the 
country,'^ observed the nun; ^< and the peasant- 
woman you noticed in the courtyard^ aa so sad- 
looking and dispirited, is his nurse. Erery 
hour we expect his parents here to take him 
away. For Alphonse has been claimed; and 
llie poor soul who nursed him is ready to break 
her heart at the notion of parting.'' 

<^ The child has been claimed? — He is» then, 
the ofiGspring of wealthy parents, for whom the 
modve which induced the concealment of his 
birth no longer exists ?" — 

"By no means!" resumed the sister. "It 
has been noted among us, that the children of 
the great, — those whom we distinguish on their 
arrival by the fineness of their cambric, by some 
shred of rich lace, or even a costly trinket placed 
among the clothes, as if for the purpose of 
insuring future recognition, — are never soi^ht 
again I — It may, periiaps, be the intention of the 
young and criminal mother, in whose heart the 
first cry of her child has just awakened the 
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mighty consciougness of maternity, to seek it at 
some more auspicious moment; but with such 
people, the woiid and its conventions are all in 
all. Every day, every hour, serves to weaken 
early impressions and the impulses of oature ; 
and the sacrifice, at first deferred to a more con- 
venient season, is at length wholly laid aside as 
romantic and unachievable. < The child is now 
too old, and must have grown familiarised with 
low society and degrading habits. Its sphere, 
degraded by circumstances, has become second 
nature ; it would be cruel to alter its condition !* 
argue the noble or the opulent, who have been 
tempted to abandon their babes to our fonder 
care." 

^ And Alphonse is happier, then, than to have 
been nobly bom ?" — 

<< Far happier; for his parents are willing to 
profit by the first glimpse of sunshine visiting 
their destiny, to reknit the broken ties of out- 
raged nature. I myself was the sister who hap- 
pened to receive that boy in the parloiry on his 
first admittance. I remember it well, — a raw 
night in November ! and, even close beside the 



Digitized 



by Google 



LES ENFANS TROUVES. 161 

stove allowed us to sit up by, daring the winter, 
the coldness of the night sir was hard to bear. 
When the ringing of the bell announced to me 
that a babe was deposited, and I rose to receive 
the poor little bantling into my arms, so dis- 
tinctly did I hear the sobs and wailing of the 
woman who had brought it to the hospice^ and 
stood loitering and bemoaning herself beneath 
the window, that somehow or other I could not 
but ask leave from the porter to open the gate 
(though contrary to all our rules and regulations), 
and admit her into iheparhir. Poor soul ! chilly 
and bleak as was the weather, she had but the 
thinnest and scantiest rags to cover her ; — it was 
plain that she had bestowed the best of her 
wardrobe upon the child I — And down she went 
on her knees, to thank me for allowing her to 
look upon its little £ace again; begging only 
permission to pass the remainder of the night 
with me in my watch, — the last night it would 
be given her to bestow her tending upon her 
babe I "— 

" Poor creature ! — Poor miserable mother !'^ 
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" Poor and miserable, indeed ! — I protest to 
you that it chilled the heart within me to see her 
skinny hands outspread to caress the little rosy 
urchin which God and nature had nourished I — 
And when, with the tears rolling down her 
wasted cheeks, she asked leave (on seeing me 
prepare food for the infant) to try and bestow 
on it once more the blessing of its mother's 
milk, I fed the half-starved woman with the 
simple nutriment prepared for our foundlings, I 
almost j^rembled when 1 saw her devour it like 
one who had well nigh forgotten the taste of 
food !— * But for this,' said she, ' but that I 
have no longer nourishment to give my child, 
God be my witness, I would never have aban- 
doned it. — I could not see it die!' — You may 
believe, sir, that I strove to reconcile her to the 
resolution she had taken, and to re-assUre her as 
to the treatment awaiting her babe !" 

**And yet, I doubt whether you can have 
found words to reply to all the questions ^ 
must have asked, or satisfy the misgivings that 
disturbed a mother's mind?" 
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<^ You may well say so I — Long as was that 
dreary winter's night, it scarcely sufficed for me 
to listen ta all her charges — all her entreaties^ 
And when morning dawned, and it became 
necessary to prepare for removing the little 
creature into a vacant cradle in the dormitory^ 
the kisses bestowed by that unhappy woman on 
the cheeks, forehead, hands, feet, of her own 
and only, would have melted a heart of iron. 
She seemed as if admiring its beauties for the 
first time; — conned over its little limbs as if 
impressing its image indelibly in her mind; — 
pressed it to her wasted breast,— clung to it, — 
clasped it, — ^till I was fain to force her to quit 
the Jwspice before the superiors were astir, from 
whom I might have experienced a severe rebuke 
for the unauthorised indulgence I had granted.^' 

<<They could not have found the heart to 
rebuke such an exercise of Christian mercy I~ 
How could you have acted otherwise ?" 

<^ The regulations of our house are peremp- 
tory," replied the nun. "Every infringement 
is an error. For that time, however, I escaped 
without chastisement; and merely submitted 
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myself to the voluntary penance of rising two 
hours earlier than usual, for thirty following 
mornings, as an expiation of my faulf 

But at that moment a young scear converse 
entering the wardrobe, with a light step and 
joyous countenance, whispered something to our 
conductress, and, taking little Alphonse by the 
hand, was about to lead him away/ 

« Stay a little, Sosur Agnhl'* interposed my 
pious companion; ana the eager parting embraces 
which Rosalie rushed forward to bestow on 
her companion, favoured the project of delay. 
^^ Have the young couple affixed their signature 
to the registers in the Chancery ? — have all the 
necessary forms been completed?** — 

"All. They are waiting impatiently for a 
sight of the boy." 

"In a minute! — I could wish poor Manon, 
his nurse, to be present at the meeting, in order 
to reconcile her to the loss of her nursling. 
She would see at once that, dearly as she has 
loved him, no love is like a mother's love. I, 
too, plead my right to witness their first inter- 
view. So return, ma chire scsur, and persuade 
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them to await the child a minute in the garden ; 
add from the windows of the refectory, this 
gentleman, as well as myself, may experience 
the Ratification of beholding their joy without 
imposing a restraint on their presence/' 

It was not, however, joy unmixed that we were 
called upon to witness. Alphonse, in his progress 
towards the shady avenue of embowering chesnut 
trees adjoining the Jiospice^ where his parents were 
invited by Sceuar Agnii to wait his coming, had 
unluckily stumbled on his Norman nurse, from 
whom he had been that morning parted for the 
first time. To talk to him of father or mother, 
at such a moment, was like prating of kings or 
queens ! — To him^ the name of parents was an 
empty sound ; — ^for he had been an abandoned 
child — afovndlingl — Manon — his good Manon, 
— his dear Manon, — his Maman Manon, — was 
all in all to Alphonse ; and, attaching himself to 
her apron, he stoutly refused to be separated from 
her, or to follow the guidance of Sister Agnes* 
There was but one remedy; Manon herself must 
become his conductress» and force him towards 
bis parents ! 
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But this interesting altercation had unluckily 
passed sufficiently near them for the whole truth 
to become apparent. The tender heart of the 
agitated mother was convulsed to anguish. Her 
disappointment was too great for her to bear; and, 
ere her husband could step forward to her support, 
she rolled on the sand at his feet. 

It was not till after the lapse of an hour, and the 
most active and skilful aid on the part of the ter- 
rified sisterhood, that her senses were completely 
restored. To tts the whole scene was singularly 
striking. It was the first time we had chanced 
to see the lancets wielded by a female hand; and 
the grave but benign demeanour of the Sisters of 
Charity formed a curious contrast with the voluble 
distress of the poor bright^faced, rude-handed, 
loud-voiced Norman peasant,— the innocent au- 
thoress of the mischief. At our suggestion, 
however, the good woman withdrew from the 
chamber before the opening eyes of the distressed 
mother began to search around for her son ; and 
Alphonse, whose little heart had been moved by 
the reproach of the nuns that he had inflicted 
pain upon his mother, no less than by the sight of 
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her sufferings, crept towards her, and locked his 
hand in hers, as it hung half-lifeless from the bed 
on which she had been deposited* 

Fortunately our carriage was in waiting at the 
gates of the hospicey and afforded a pretext for 
aiding in the removal home of the enfeebled 
woman ; by which we were enabled to obtain a 
further insight into her strange eventful history. 
The road from the Rue d'Enfer to the environs 
of the Fabourg du Temple proved sufficiently 
tang to give leisure for assurances of sympathy 
and interest, which eventually served to secure, 
in return, the confidence of the young couple. 
We were invited to a repetition of our accidental 
visit; admitted to offer advice touching the most 
advisable mode of winning the affections of the 
little foundling, without inducing a sentiment of 
k^ratitude towards the good Manon; and be* 
eame, in diort, part and parcel of the family 
council ;-^a post of honour enabling us to ofier, 
confidentially to our readers, the following parti- 
culars of ^ an ower true tale*' of human suffering. 
Florentine Raulain v^as the only daughter of 
a wealthy farmer of Lower Brittany; and shared 
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with one brother, a few years older than herself 
the affection of her parents. The hereditary feum 
of old Raulain, situated in one of the pastoral 
districts of the province, was of no great extent. 
But though it was his pleasure and pride to reside 
in the old rambling dwelling-house of Fran- 
chetour, with its ill-built offices and inconvenient 
distribution, his chief revenues were derived from 
the cultivation of extensive lands belonging to 
the noble house of La Tour-Clairval, whose 
magnificent chateau stood within a league of the 
farm. It constituted, indeed, a curious charac> 
teristic in the old farmer, that the self-importance 
with which he announced himself to belong to 
one of the most ancient and independent families 
in the province, was scarcely secondary to that 
with which he manifested his subjection to the 
suzerainty of the Comte de Clairval ; he was as 
proud of declaring himself the chief tenant of the 
great loyalist lord of that part of the country, as 
of being the proprietor of Franchetour. 

It is true he had many motives for triumph in 
his servitude and its results. 

At the period of the first Revolution, Victor 
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Raulain, then a stout young man of five-and- 
twenty, and possessed of considerable influence 
in the neighbourhood, had done much to preserve 
the Chateau de Clairval from pillage and destruc- 
tion ; and, after the execution of the old Count' 
and emigration of the family, had ever become a 
sort of fidel'COTnmis^ the ostensible purchaser of 
the Ckdrval estates, when they were confiscated 
and sold as national property. Tlie manner in 
which this delicate trust was executed, and 
eventually given up on the erasure of the family 
name from the list of proscription, had created 
the strongest bonds of mutual confidence between 
niaster and tenant. For it was well known that 
the farmer of Franchetour had not been debarred 
by want of n^ieans from becoming the boviA-fide 
lord of the castle and its dependencies. But he 
would have regarded it as little less than sacrilege 
lo have trenched a single acre upon the pro- 
prietorship of ground so hallowed. The senti- 
ment of loyalty and vassalship, supposed to be 
peculiar to his native province, was, in fact, 
remarkably developed in Raulain, though afford 
ing little distinction in the neighbourhood of 

VOU III. I 
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Franchetottr, — where the Ahnighty in the Hea- 
vens, — a Bourbon on the throne, — and a CUdrval 
at the Chateau La Tour — ^formed, in the esti- 
mation of that simple peasantry, progressive 
demonstrations of the same all-ruling Power. 
There Vendee-ism partook of a more than 
fanatic spirit 

It will easily be understood that the population 
of such a district entertained at best but a hollow 
allegiance to the Imperial sway. Raulain and 
his wife, indeed, submitted with comparative 
cheerfulness to the rule of one who had been the 
means of restoring to them the beloved Clairval 
family, driven forth to exile by the misrule of the 
Republic ; but they rejoiced to see the lords of 
that noble line hold themselves aloof from the 
court of the Tuileries, not only because it secured 
their residence in their native province, but as 
affording encouragement to the staunchness of 
their own Bourbonism. Nevertheless, the na- 
tural vanity of the Frenchman prevailed at times 
even over the loyalty of the Breton ; and there 
were moments when the columns of the " Moni- 
teur" caused the old man's eyes to glisten with 
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delight, while noting the lawless progress of the 
armies of his country over the trampled fields of 
foreign lands. 

A difiPerent view of the case presented itself, 
indeed, from the moment that Victor, his only 
son, attained the age to be included in the Im- 
perial conscription. Not that Raulain of Franche- 
tour lacked the means of redemption, or the 
inclination to apply them to the purchase of a 
substitute; but available remplafants were be* 
coming every day more scarce; and young Victor 
unluckily displayed every disposition to profit by 
the first opportunity that might present itself to 
exchange the ploughshare for the lance. 

Victor was, in fact, 2^72 erifant de la revolution ; 
— bom at the moment of the great conflict be- 
tween ancient abuses and moral enlightenment, 
so as to enjoy the benefit of its results without 
having witnessed the fearful crimes accompany- 
ing the struggle ; and, opening his eyes for the 
first time to the progress of public events, at a 
time when the names of Marengo and Austerlitz 
shed a meteoric light over the history of his na- 
tive country, dazzling the young, and misleading 

i2 
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the unwary. Over the mind of the young as- 
pirant, accordingly, the supremacy of the Chateau 
de Ckirval and the influence of the family, ob- 
tained but limited consideration ; and it was a 
blind reliance on the part of the old fanner which 
induced him to hope that, in the event of an 
unlucky number falling to the share of his boy, 
the remonstrances of the Comte de Clairval would 
suffice to induce Victor's acceptance of a remplor 
font at a cost severely injurious to the interests of 
his family. 

Victor, on the contrary, had long been weary 
of the monotonous obscurity of his destinies, and 
impatient of the subjection of his parents to the 
Magnat of the district. For the Comte de Clair- 
val, one of the emptiest and vainest of mankind, 
blind to the progress of intellectual enlighten- 
ment operating around him, continued to exact 
from his tenants the same Helot-like homage as 
from his domestic servants, and from his domestic 
servants the sycophantic servility of slaves. Even 
over the Raulains, who, although occupants of a 
portion of his lands^ were wholly independent, 
he afiected to exercise the authority of the ancien 
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Seiffneur de viUage; and Victor's heart swelled 
indignantly within him when he beheld the un- 
meaning arrogance of the count aped by his sons 
and daughters; — ^when he found himself treated 
as a clod of the valley by Count Amedee, a youth 
of his own age ; — or saw his pretty sister, Floren- 
tine, exposed to the cold derision of the daughters 
of the house of La Tour-Clairval. 

The results of this irritation of spirit were 
more natural than commendable. Victor, who 
for once had submitted to the decree of his father, 
and having been drawn a conscript accepted a 
substitute, would not hear of a second pecuniary 
sacrifice when, three years afterwards," a black 
number fell once more to his lot. 

" There is a fate in this !" was his involuntary 
exclamation when the result of the tirage was 
declared. "My fortunes evidently lie in the 
field of battle. The vicissitudes of a soldier's life 
will better suit this impetuous spirit of mine 
than the monotonous dronery of the farm ; and 
many things convince me that, should I remain 
at Franchetour, serious altercations might arise 
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betwixt myself and my father. This time, there^ 
fore, be the chance upon my head !" 

And, without periKng the resolution he bad 
taken, by an interview with his family, or so 
much as obeying the commands of the Count de 
la Tour-Clairval, that h^ would instantly repair 
to the chfiteau to be lectured, hectored, and 
reprimanded; away went Victor Raulain, — staff 
in hand, and a oodcade in his cap,— to attend 
the geneml muster at the ehefmeu of the depart^ 
ment. And, lo I within three months of the day 
productive of so many tears at Franchetour, and 
such an outbreak of indignation ait the chateau, 
Victor received Ins first wound on the banks of 
the " dark-rolling Danube !" 

Of those he left behind, Florentine was the 
most to be pitied His father and mother were 
greatly incensed by his departure; more espe^ 
dally on account of the insubordination that had 
been evinced by the young conscript against the 
autiiority of the deseendantr of the patron of his 
fore&thers; but his adster was qffU^ed by hb 
absence. He was her friend — her 43ole solaoe 



Digitized 



by Google 



LES ENFAI7S TROUVES* 175 

and companion. Victor not only possessed an 
intelligent and aspiring frame of mind, but had 
been permitted by his father to acquire some 
smattering of scholarship at the Lyde of Rennes 
(in order to conduct the business of the farm on a 
more regular system than old Raulain's ignorance 
had hitherto introduced), where he had contrived 
to overstep the limits of knowledge assigned him 
by his parents. He was even enabled, on his 
return to Franchetour, to extend to his young 
sister some portion of his recent acquirements; 
arid Florentine, hitherto restricted to the domestic 
avocations which had formed the business of her 
mother^s life of drudgery, — the dairy-work, and 
spinning and bleaching of the farm, — owed her 
first rudiments of education to the brother whom 
«he loved. Nor were the dd people jealous of 
the time she bestowed on her books, which she 
took care they should have no reason to miss 
from &e execution of her customary tasks. . But 
now the indulgent preceptor, the kind companion, 
was gone ; and Florenttne was left to her appre* 
hensions for his safety, — to the murmurs of her 
pareaits i^nst his unfilial wilfiilness, as well as 
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to the contumely of the family of ClairvaL For 
it soon appeared that the countess and her two 
daughters were as much disposed to resent the 
presumption of their farmer's daughter in learn- 
ing to read and write, as the baseness of Victor 
Raulain in devoting his services to the govern- 
ment of Napoleon Bonaparte. 

It afforded some comfort to the dispirited girl, 
that her brother did not devote them without 
effect. In the course of his first campaign, young 
Raulain had an opportunity of distinguishing 
himself under the eye of the emperor; in the 
second, he had the happy fortune of obtaining /a 
eroixdes braves; and Florentine felt herself armed 
against the cold looks and haughty interrogations 
of the ladies of the chateau, when they visited 
the farm to bargain for fresh honeycomb, and 
demand what news of the conscript. 

Other vexations, however, were in store for 
her. A son of the house-steward of the Comte 
de Clairval, smitten, perhaps, no less with her 
excellent qualifications as a thrifty house-wife 
than with her pretty face and promised dower, 
thought proper to demand her hand in marriage; 
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and as the Clairval family supported his suit, the 
old fanner gave a conditional assent to the pro*- 
posals of Prosper Angui^. 

But Florentine happened to entertain strong 
prejudices against this pretender to her hand. 
Previous to Victor's departure, her brother had 
repeatedly pointed him out to her abhorpence, 
as dissolute, violent, and vindictive; and there 
was a betrayal of ferocity in the glances of his 
eye, which overpowered her timid nature. It 
was unnecessary to dbguise from parents so kind, 
either her aversion or its motives. But old 
Raulain, unwilling to oJOTend his patrons at the 
chateau by an absolute rejection of their protege, 
contented himself with pleading Florentine's 
youth and general objections to matrimony; 
granting permission, meanwhile, to Prosper to 
attempt the courtship, on condition that if within 
a twelvemonth he did not succeed in over- 
coming her repugnance, he would abjure his 
pretensions. 

Prosper Anguie, his father, and friends, smiled 
while they listened to these terms ; for the young 
man was, without question, the gayest, best- 

.1 3 
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lookiiigy bestxireflBed, and besl^inaimered suitor 
likely to &11 to the dnure of Ae fastidious damsel 
of Franchetour ; and nooe of them doubted, and 
least of all the hero of the romance, that within 
the given period, Florentine Raulain would sur^ 
render herself at discretion. 

Circunu^nces, indeed, appeared to &vour 
dieir view of the case. Prosper, aware how 
much his chance of securiog her baxkd depended 
on the steadiness of his conduet and mildness of 
his demeanour during his year of probation, 
assumed a virtue where he had it not ; laid aaicfe, 
or seemed to lay aside, his habits of disaipadon 
and impetuosities of temper j and, instead oi 
being heard of at files and fairs c^ a brawler in 
wine-houses or dicer in booths, was found seated, 
evening after evening, during t^e winter, within 
the vast chimney-comer of Franchetour; or, 
during the summer, amused himself with pruning 
the luxuriant shoots of the vine overhanging the 
trellice of a garden-seat, known by the name of 
Flor^itine's bower. 

All this was flattering enough ; and the fair 
object of his worship began to fear that she 
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should no longer find reasonable objections to a 
miitar vho^ ^ knew not why, remained per- 
sonally distasteful to her. But Prosper flndihg 
his si^s and glanees, his courtesies uid atten- 
tions, insufficient to achieve the conquest to 
wluch he had devoted himself, wisely hit i^K>n a 
last resource, which succeeded beycmd bis utmost 
expectations. He made it the business of his 
life to procure tiie earliest and most ample in- 
formation concerning the move^nts of the 
gcand army, more especially concerning the de* 
tadiment in which Victor Raulain was serving; 
and scarcely a week passed, but he contrived to 
bring tidings to the farm, gratifying to the pride, 
or soothing to iixe terrors of Florentine and her 
£Eimily. 

Nevertheless, his evil genius still pr^vailed• 
He couki not bring himself to record all the 
good he beard of the eharacter and conduct of a 
man whose enmity towards himself he suspected, 
and with reason, to be tiie <mgin of the protprac- 
tion of his suit; and very seldom could he be 
induced to win the heartfelt thanks and glowing 
smile of Floreatine for his tidings of the prowess 
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bf her beloved brother, without attemptiDg to 
dim the lastre of Victor's feats by anecdotes of 
the superior heroism of one of his brother 
soldiers, a certain Alphonse D^ricourt, — the very 
Bayard of worsted-lace, — on whom the Emperor 
had bestowed, on the field of battle, a decoration 
taken from his own breast 

But though Florentine listened grudgingly to 
these recitals of the valour of a stranger placed 
in envious copnparison with that of her beloved 
brodier, she was grateful for circumstantial de- 
tails which she could not otherwise obtain. She 
loved to hear of the marchings and counter- 
marchings of the division in which Victor was 
included; — of the renown of the generals under 
whom he served, — of the position assigned them 
Jn the ranks of the grande arm6e ; — till at length 
she began to forgive the said Alphonse Dericourt 
the fame which seemed to be in some measure 
shared by her brother; and to feel gratefully 
and almost affectionately inclined towards the 
bringer of glad tidings. 

She taught herself to smile upon Prosper in 
return for his intelligence, and began to rejoice 
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whenever she caught a glimpse of his person 
entering the arched gateway of the fartn. 

This gradual change of feeling towards him 
did not, however, operate advantageously on the 
conduct of one whose character was still un- 
altered. Weary of the self-denial he had im- 
posed on himself, young Angui^ returned to his 
original habits of libertinism; at first secretly 
and with measure, but not without the usual evil 
consequences attendant on such relapses. His 
idle companions pleased to win him back after a 
pitiful or simulated reformation, exerted them- 
selves to the utmost to render his former ways, 
ways of added, pleasantness, involved him in a - 
thousand follies, and soon inspired him with new 
vices and wilder wickedness. 

Still, through all his indiscretions, Prosper was 
cautious to keep up appearances at the farm. 
However his nights might pass, he was careful 
that a portion of every day should be devoted, 
as usual, to Florentine and Franchetouf; and 
that his misdemeanours should be perpetrated 
only in presence of those who entertained no 
connection with the Raulain family. He knew 
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it to be the interest of many of his associates, to 
whom he owed considerable sums of money, to 
guard from the suspicions of his future father-in- 
law the fact that he was a gambler, a dnmkard, 
and a brawler, and doubted not that his personal 
influence was now sufficiently established to 
secure his prosperous marriage ; part of Flcnren- 
tine's dowry being already devoted to the pay- 
ment of his debts, imd speeulattons being enters 
tained among the rufiians, his companions, con- 
cerning the remaining moity of old Raulain's 
property, which the dbances of war were so likely 
to throw into the hands of her husband. 

For the disasters of the imperial army were 
now, in spite of the deceptious bulletins of 
government, becoming generally discussed; and 
the calamities of the Russian c»npaign had for 
some time past driven sleep from the pillow of 
Florentine Haulain, and peace from, the hearth- 
side of Franchetour. At length, from bad to 
worse, the very worst brou^t consolation. The 
imperial eagle fell to the earth, — ^lost, though 
not dishonoured. 

The last tidings of the army brought by 
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Prosper to the farm, announced Napoleon to be 
a captive, the allies to be triumphant in the 
capital^ and the family of Clairval off to the 
Pas de Calais, to welcome back the Bourbons 
to the throne of France. It was a mingled 
yam, but good seemed to preponderate ; for 
Victor might now be expected home again, and 
a letter in his own handwriting soon certified 
the fact that his furlough was obtained, and 
that he might shortly be expected in Bretagne. 
From that moment, half poor Florentine's days 
were passed on a green hill-side overlooking the 
high road, from whence she hoped to be the first 
to note the arrival of her brother. 

And the first she was ! — Hers was the first 
ear that caught the well-known tones of his 
manly voice, measuring his footsteps on the 
causeway by the refrain of a military air; while, 
with bis knapsack on his shoulder, and his bormet 
de police stuck gallantly on his head, be took his 
way towards Franchetour from the Croix de Ste. 
Marthey where he had been deposited by the 
diligence de Rennes. 

But she was amazed to perceive that Victor 
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was not alone ; although superior in fortune and 
condition to the majority of his comrades, he 
was the last man on earth to a£Pect the enervate 
appendages of a serving-man; nor was the figure 
by which he was accompanied characteristic of a 
degree inferior to his own. But she gave herself 
no time to ponder on the case. With the swift- 
ness of a roe^ Florentine fled down the hill-side, 
and, amid mutual exclamations of <<My sister !" 
" My dear brother !*' was locked in the arms of 
Victor. At last came the moment of explana- 
tion, and " My friend Alphonse Dericourt, who 
has come to pass a month with us at the old 
farm," — served as suflBcient interpretation of the 
mystery. 

Who now so happy as the family at Franche- 
tour ! — Even the old farmer was willing to 
pardon the former petulance of his boy, while 
he listened to the recitals of the two young 
soldiers, and began to fancy that the eagle might 
have formed as exciting a national emblem as 
the Jleur de lis or drapeau hlanc : more parti- 
cularly when young Victor half assented to his 
proposition that, should the peace prove per- 
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manent, his discharge should be purchased that 
he might return to settle in the bosom of his 
family. For Victor Raulain, amid the perils 
and hazards, the crosses and vexations of a 
soldier's life> had almost forgotten the minor 
annoyance derivable from the influence of the 
Oairval family; and had so long been compara- 
tively independent, as scarcely to apprehend that 
his thriving and happy family were still subjected 
to little less than feudal tyranny. 

It was not till the return of evening brought 
the arrival of Prosper Anguie, and a single 
glance of the eyes now habituated to scan and 
scrutinise the ways of man and woman, assured 
Victor that the son of the Clairval mattre d*h6tel 
came as an accepted lover, that a cloud gathered 
upon the brow of the young soldier. He had 
cherished other hopes — other views for his sister; 
had more than once whispered to Alphonse in 
the hour of cheer succeeding the hour of danger, 
*^ Thouj and thou only, shalt be the husband 
of Florentine!" nor could he refrain from seiz- 
ing the earliest opportunity to take her apart 
and question her how it had chanced that, after 
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all his warnings, she should have ventured to 
pledge her affections to a libertine such as 
Anguie? 

Prosper could not have been seen in a less 
favourable light than on the evening in question. 
To behold a stranger — a young and handsome 
stranger — installed under Raulain's roof, was 
irritating to his feelings ; but liie discovery that 
the interloper was none other than the Alphonse 
Dericourt so often the subject of his enthusiastic 
encomiums, filled him with distrust and con- 
sternation. Already he discerned a rival, and a 
rival favoured by Victor, in the fine, frank, open* 
hearted hussar; and turned aside, gloomy and 
unrejoicing, when he saw all beside gladsome and 
gay at Franchetour. 

There is nothing so cUfficult, so imposdble, as 
for the ungenerous and artful to enter into the 
impulses of an honourable nature. Had Prosper, 
on discovering the unabated dislike of his future 
brother-in-law, addressed him with spirit and 
candour, saying, ^< Such and such I was when 
you quitted the country. But time has wrought 
a dtange in my character; and, should I be fio 
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liappy as to become the husband of Florentine, 
all shall be weU in our household, and orderly in 
our career. Give me your hand^ Victor, and 
thipk better of your future brother!"— the pre- 
judices of young Raulain would have given way 
before the frankness of the appeal. But Prosper 
was conscious that time had wrought no revolu- 
tion in his character; and dreading the clear- 
sighted investigations of a brother^s love, chose 
to envelop his intentions in sullen silence. 

The morrow came, and even tiie devoted vassal 
was disgusted by tiie airs of disdain witfi whidi 
tiie household of the Comte de la Tour-Oairval 
saw fit to mark their consciousness of the return 
of his son. He felt that Victor was covered with 
the scars of honourable wounds received in the 
d^nce of his country ; and, for a moment, rose 
so far superior to his prejudices, as to assert that 
it mattered littie under what ensign of victory 
the distinction had been achieved. He even 
turned a deaf or scom&d ear to the inquiry of 
tiie elder Anguie, — ^the grey-headed inward, — 
whether it was hb intention to convert Fran- 
chetour into a barrack for the invalided rainiona 
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of the C!orsican ; and, on the query being reite- 
rated, sternly replied that " Alphonse Deri- 
court was neither an invalid nor a minion, — 
but a gallant soldier, the chosen friend of his 
only son," 

" And it may be the future husband of your 
only daughter," sneered the intendant. 

<* Thafs as she herself decides I "replied the 
old man, unblenchingly. 

But though he did n6t choose the arrogant 
Anguie to discern the discomfiture which such 
an insinuation had produced in his mind, it must 
be owned that, on that day, he regarded, with 
less than his usual complaisance, the handsome 
friend of Victor seated beside his domestic board* 
He said not a word, however) indicative of so 
inhospitable a sentiment; and, if moved to reply 
with petulance to ce'rtain comments hazarded 
by Alphonse on the sharklike eagerness of the 
Clairval family in following the vessel of the 
state, did not avow, even to himself, the motive 
of his ill-humour. 

He might be as discourteous as he chose. 
Alphonse heeded it not, — ^for he felt that already 
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Florentine smiled upon him ; already saw in him 
all she had dreamed of as most attractive in a 
lover — ^most endearing in a husband. He was 
Victor himself, Victor, less rough, less irritable ; 
he was Victor's friend too, her father's guest, and 
soon her own ipfatuated adorer. 

To avow his attachment, even to her brother, 
however, was out of the question ; for old Raulain 
made no secret of his engagements with Prosper 
Anguie ; and, as Florentine had at present uttered 
no declaration of her intentions to profit by her 
father's sanction, and discard, at the close of the 
twelve months of probation the suitor who, in 
the course of the first six months, had undoubt* 
edly made som^ advances in her favour, delicacy 
sealed the lips of dl parties concerned. The 
farmer, meanwhile, did not interfere to prevent 
his daughter accompanying the two friends when 
they proceeded on their fishing expeditions by 
the side of those bright brooks intersecting the 
shady pastures of the neighbourhood of Fran- 
chetour ; and Florentine and Alphonse often sat 
together under the hazel-bushes, listening to the 
thrush and blackbird; or watching the silent 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



190 Iv£S EN FANS TROUVES. 



progress of the blossomy smnmer hoars, while 
Victor reckoned, with triumphant pride, the 
weight of his basket of trout or grayling, satisfied 
that his friend was reciting the hair-breadth 
'scapes of their mutual campaigns, and his sister 
(like the gentle lady wedded to the Moor) seri- 
ously inclining her ear to listen. Even when, 
on their return homewards between tlie green 
thickets of the bocage^ the lovers lingered together 
behind and out of Victor's sight, he did not 
trouble himself to turn and seek them, but 
patiently awaited their coming up to join him ; 
concluding that they were amusing themselves 
gathering from the thorn bushes the tufts of wool 
left there by his father's flock on their road to the 
pastures, or pulling down branches of pale wild 
honey-suckle to adorn the brows of the lovely 
Florentine. 

Need it be recorded that, while, in the course 
of similar expeditions, the friendship of the three 
daily strengthened and increased, the hatred of 
the all-but-defeated Prosper Angui^ grew darker 
and more vindictive. At first he attempted to 
mingle in their sports and pleasures, but found 
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himself utterly repulsed by the indififereuce of 
their demeanour; and the fourth of a partie 
quarrie of which three members alone are con- 
genial, has assuredly a part to play far beyond 
the patience of a man unaccustomed to control 
his irregularities of temper. At the farm, and 
under the sanction of the elder Raulain, he en- 
joyed greater advantages; and, still treated by 
the father and mother as the affianced lover of 
their daughter, sometimes ventured on words 
and looks addressed to Florentine, which pro- 
voked against himself words and looks of a far 
less gentle nature on the part of Alphonse 
Dericourt 

It was in the course of one of these evening 
reunions, (when one or two neighbours had been 
united at Franchetour in commemoration of the 
Vigil of St. Roch, a popular patron of that part 
of the country, whose fete was to be celebrated 
the following day in the little town of Beau- 
chatel, two leagues distance from the farm,) that 
old Raulain happened to let fall a word or two 
expressive of his reliance on the completion of 
his daughter's engagements with Angui^'s son at 
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the close of the year. Prosper himself was not 
present at the moment of this startling decla- 
ration; intended as a word of warning to the 
presumptuous young soldier, who, in spite of his 
frank avowals of poverty, was evidently beginning 
to cherish hopes of obtaining the hand and affec- 
tions of Florentine. Not a word, however, did 
Alphonse hazard expressive of surprise or dis- 
appointment ; but, though waiting a calmer hour 
to appeal to the friendship of Victor, and the 
tender mercies of his father, his vexation found 
vent in a different channel. Superior to the 
baseness of breathing an insinuation against the 
absent Prosper, he took upon himself a soldier^s 
privilege to pledge a health to the Captain of 
Elba, to deride both Bourbons and Bourbonists; 
and, above all, of including in his sneers the 
house of La Tour Clairval, and its magnifico of 
a steward. Heated by the convivialities of the 
evening no less than by the unexpected hint of 
old Raulain, he was not to be silenced by the 
remonstrances of Victor, the entreaties of Floren- 
tine, or the angry gestures of the guests. Even 
when the farmer harshly commanded him to 
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silence, and bad him remember in whose pre- 
sence he was standing, it was not till still more 
angry words had passed between himself and 
Victor, (who felt compelled to stand forth the 
champion of his father), that the intemperate 
lover could be induced to hold his peace* 

The scene was a painful one to all parties. On 
the following morning, the two friends were to 
set forth together to the town of Beauchatel, to 
assist in the celebration of the fete ; and, before 
their departure, Victor voluntary pledged him- 
self to his father and mother, and, above all, to 
Florentine, that he would profit by their excur- 
sipn to hold a conversation with D^ricourt likely 
to preclude dl possibility of a recurrence of his 
offence. The bright sun of an early autumnal 
morning shone upon the two friends as they 
issued forth together from the farm ; and Floren- 
tine and her mother stood at the gate, nodding 
and greeting till they were out of sight. 

Tpwards evening, both stood there again, 
looking out smilingly and confidently for their 
return. For the mother and daughter having 
declined taking part in the day's amusements, 

VOL. III. K 
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the two young men h»d mutually agreed to rest 
contented with the enjoyment of the morning's 
diversions, a joAte sur Veau on the Loire, foot- 
races, mdts de cocagne^ and similar pastimes, 
without absenting themselves from Franchetour 
for the sake of the evening dance. But it seemed 
that their resolutions had been ill-fortified ; for 
twilight came, and yet they lingered ; and night 
closed in, and still they were away. 

Florentine grew uneasy, but said nothing; 
while old Raulain, without experiencing a mo- 
' ment's uneasiness, found much to say; blaming 
his son for his love of idle dissipation, and 
blaming Alphoiise as the misleader of his son. 
It was in vain that Florentine kept protesting 
tliat the next, the very next moment would bring 
them back. The usual hour of rest arrived, but no 
revellers from the fair of Beauchatel ; and Rau- 
lain, as he passed into his bed-room for the night, 
turned towards his daughter, to observe, with 
significant petulance — " So much as you have 
always found to urge against Prosper Anguie's 
love of wassailing, admire how this soldier, for 
whom you would desert him is at heart a greater 
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libertine!'' Florentane found not a wofd to 
utter in reply, for she was weeping bitterly. 

The next morning, before daybreak, she was 
again at the gate, peering out with swollen eyes 
through the dim twilight. For still were the 
truants absent from the farm. Not a soul was 
visible on the deserted road, nor was there a foot- 
print on the untrodden dust She looked again 
and again, till her eyes were strained to blind- 
ness, but again and again in vain ; when at last 
she discerned the sound of coming voices on the 
air, and saw, at a distance, the shadow of advanc- 
ing figures. But neither the twb she watched 
for, nor any twain were there. It was a crowd, 
a trampling and dense multitude, that ap- 
proached the farm ; — some talking, others weep- 
ing; and four among the throng, four strong 
men in the midst, bearing forward a dark and 
heavy object. The young girl closed those eyes 
do long overstrained to watch. — She dreaded, she 
knew not what. — She trembled, she knew not 
why; — grew faint, and clung, she knew not 
where;— and, at length, faltered a wild inquiry 
for explanation, she knew not unto whom. 
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But the words uttered in reply were equally 
incoherent, equally inconclusive; for, though 
they distinctly asseverated, " Behold ! we bring 
home the body of Victor, thy brother, who has 
been slain on the hill-side ; and Alphonse Deri- 
court, the murderer, is in custody for the crime ! " 
Florentine had no belief in assertions so extra- 
vagant. 

Why linger out the tale of horror? The 
mangled body of the dead had been already ex- 
amined by the oflScers of justice; and Alphonse, 
on strong grounds of suspicion, was about to be 
consigned to the dungeons of Rennes. It was 
subsequently proved that, in the presence of 
several witnesses, a quarrel had arisen, the pre- 
ceding evening, between the parties. It was 
admitted by the afflicted parents, that Victor 
had expressed, on quitting home, an intention to 
address to his comrade, in the course of the day, 
the strongest remonstrances upon his conduct ; 
and finally avouched by several strangers who 
had borne them company at the fete, that at the 
very moment of leaving Beauchatel, an alter- 
cation had been heard to arise — Victor being 



Digitized 



by Google 



LES ENFANS TROUVES. 197 



disposed to remain, and join in the dance, 
Alphonse angrily reminding him of his engage- 
ments with his mother and sister. 

Yet even these differences scarcely afforded 
sufficient motive for a deed so deadly. Who 
else, however, was taxable with the crime? — 
Victor was beloved of all, — ^had never incurred 
the ill-will of mortal man ; and scarcely a mo- 
ment's attention was given to the declarations of 
Alphonse, on being taken into custody near the 
fatal spot, that himself and his friend were tra* 
versing a straggling thicket of maple-trees the 
preceding night, about half-way between Beau- 
chatel and the farm, when, being nearly fifty 
yards in the rear, he was alarmed by a sudden 
outcry ; and, on pushing forwards to the spot, 
discerned Victor struggling with a strange an- 
tagonist, whose person the darkness of the night 
did not permit him to recognize ; that, at the 
same moment, a sudden blow felled him to the 
earth, where he lay, stunned and insensible, till 
within a few minutes of the arrival of those 
stragglers from the fete of Beaudbatel, who, 
returning home after their revels, had been the 
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first to discoTer the assafisination, and gummon 
to the spot the officers of justice. 

" And have you no susjMcion,'' inquired the 
chefde gendarmerie by whom the procis-'Verbal of 
these details was taken down, ^ concerning the 
person whom you state to hare been guilty of 
the assault on the deceased?" 

** A strong suspicion,** replied Alphonse. ^* But 
mere suspicion warrants me not in proclaiming 
the name of a man who, after all, may be inno- 
cent as myself of the crime imputed/' 

" Nevertheless," argued the gendarme, ** the 
mere avowal of your suspicions would do nothing 
to <iriminate an innocent person: and, for the 
satisfaction of the family of die deceased, — of his 
£ftther, mother, sister, — no less than to forward 
the ends of justice, it becomes your duty to make 
a dear confession. An alibi were easily proved 
by any man really unengaged in the transaction. 
Speak, therefore, for innocence and consdence- 
sake. — Whom do you suspect as the perpetrator 
of the crime of whidi you stand accused ?" — 

<< I suspect Prosper Angui6, son to the inten* 
dant of the Comte de Clairval, and a pretender 
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to the hand of the sister of the deceased," replied 
the prisoner, in a firm v(»ce. 

^^ The affianced husband, of Florentine Rau- 
lain !" cried several voices from the crowd. 

<^ I say a pretender to her hand," persisted 
Alphonse. 

^< A pretends who will shortly be her bride* 
groom," retorted the same voices. 

« Never I" replied the prisoner, in an indig- 
nant but solemn tone. 

<( Nevertheless, I am advised that the troth- 
plight of the young people has been sanctioned 
by old Raulain and his wife," resumed the officer, 
who had inducements of his own for wishing to 
probe the feelings of the accised; and, in spite 
of your recent denunciations, the cowardly assas- 
flination which has rendered Florentine Baulain 
sole heiress to the lands of Franchetour, may 
aerve to postpone, but will not impede, the 
marriage." 

<< Not if there be faith on earth, or trust in 
Heaven I" exclaimed Dericourt, tormented be- 
yond his power of self-restraint; ^* nnce Floren- 
tine is already my wife, by all but legal ties." 
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" Say you so?*' — ^retorted the man in office, 
with a triumphant smile. <' Then yourself, and 
yourself only, could be interested in devising the 
death of her brother ! — Gut of your own mouth 
have I convicted you !" 

Handcuffed as a mcJefactor, and pursued by 
the hootings of the crowd, Alphonse Dericourt 
was now carried off to Rennes by a troop of 
gendarmerie; while the body of the victim so 
treacherously cut off, was consigned to an un- 
timely grave, mourned by the whole population 
of the district. For they felt that the young, the 
brave, the gladsome Victor should either have 
survived to fill his father's place among them, or 
have fallen, in all honour, upon one of those 
mighty fields of victory where his foot was so firm 
in the stirrup, and his arm so strong in the defence 
of his country. 

Few, however, among the sympathising neigh- 
bours ventured to draw near to Franchetour, and 
condole with the bereaved parents. For it was 
rumoured that the Raulains were undergoing 
other afflictions in addition to the loss of their 
son ; and that the farmer had been heard to say 
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he would ri^ther have been doomed to lay the 
head of Florentine beside that of her brother in 
the grave, than learn of her all he had learned, 
or anticipate for her all he was forced to anti- 
cipate. 

Meanwhile, the epoch for Dericourt's trial 
approached ; and — none knew how or wherefore, 
— in proportion as the day drew near, a report 
gathered strength in the country that Prosper 
Anguie, on the night of the murder, had been 
traced to the vicinity of the fatal spot, and been 
seen quitting it at an early hour of the morning, 
with ghastly looks and disordered attire. From 
the moment, too, it became known at Beauchatel 
that Florentine had declared to her parents a 
determination to stand by her engagement to the 
prisoner of Rennes, and her conviction of his 
innocence, the ruffian associates of the intendant's 
son made no scruple of attacking him with taunts 
and menaces, which soon rendered it clear that 
his only chance of safety lay in precipitate de- 
parture from the country. With this view he 
had already reached Nantes, intending to take 
his passage in the first outward-bound merchant- 
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vessel. But tbe mischief was already done : a 
public inquiry had followed his furtiTe departure ; 
and the fugitive was arrested, under circumstances 
adding fearfully to the amount of suspicion already 
amassed against him. 

Now, therefore, for the first time, it was judged 
necessary, by his family and friends, to acquaint 
the Comte de la Tour-Clairval with the catas- 
trophe which had occurred upon his estate, and 
its impending results ; and however unimportant 
the doughty suzerain might have considered the 
annihilation of a clod of his native valley arrayed 
in the livery of the usurper, or even the execution 
of a fellow-malignant,-^his comrade and assassin, 
— the Count thought proper to interfere, now 
that one of the retainers of his household was 
implicated in the accusation. Engrossed as he 
was by his paramount duties of courtiership at 
the Tuileries, he took post immediately for Bre- 
tagne ; made it his business to solicit the sufirage 
of the judges of the criminal tribunal at Rennes, 
as if the matter were one of avowed favour, rather 
than of evidence and conviction ; and succeeded 
in procuring tibe promise of old Raulain to aj^ar 
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in court as witness for the prosecution against 
Alphonse Dericourt, against whom the old man 
now entertuned, on other grounds, feelings of 
the most deadly enmity. 

With Florentine, however, the Comte de 
Clairval was less successfuh Neither his threats, 
his insults, nor his cajolements, availed to shake 
her conviction of Dericourt's innocence, or her 
determination to become his wife, should his life 
be spared. However the fair fame of her lover 
might be tarnished, — however harshly her father 
might eject her from his roof, or alienate from 
her his inheritance, — she determined that no 
earthly consideration should deter her from be- 
stowing her hand where she had already bestowed 
her heart, and more, alas I than her heart. On 
tiie day, therefore, when, arrayed in all his 
pomp, and sanctified by that odour of favouritism 
which, in the Bourbonised city of a tiirice Bour- 
bonised province, breathed its pernicious influ- 
ence even over the purple of the church and the 
ermined mantie of the law, the Comte de la 
Tour-Claizval scrupled not to come forward in 
support of the crimes of his servant's son, withr 
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out regard to the fate awaiting a fellow-creature, 
whose innocence lacked only the illustration of 
similar protection to become manifest, — the 
sister of the murdered man came forward in 
humble widow's weeds, sole witness in favour of 
the accused, to attest the enmity existing between 
Prosper Anguie and her brother, and the re- 
peated warnings given her by the latter against 
the vindictive character of the pretender to her 
hand. 

And when, in spite of all her asseverations, 
and of evidence which, in less prejudiced cases, 
would have sounded trumpet-tongued in favour 
of Alphonse and condemnation of Anguie, the 
soldier of Napoleon's wars was condemned to 
twelve hours' of the exposure of the carcan^ and 
seven years' hard labour at the galleys, Floren- 
tine, — unsubdued, unabashed, — made known 
her intention to follow the victim in his fortunes, 
and to atone, by her staunch affection, for the 
injustice of man, and the severity of Divine 
Providence. Already she had attained her ma- 
jority; her parents could only close their doors 
and hearts against her, and cast her off for ever. 
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And while th^ beloved of her soul, the brother 
in arms of her lost Victor, stood beneath the 
branding-iron, exposed to the derision of multi- 
tudes on a public scaffold, the unhappy girl was 
ever in his sight, cheering him from afar off 
with her mild voice ; till, at every word of en- 
dearment, the tones grew fainter and fainter; 
and at length she was borne senseless into a 
guardhouse, from the crowded market-place of 
Rennes. 

And this was Florentine of Franchetour, — so 
young, so fair, so delicate, — ^so tenderly cared 
for in her household home, — so guarded round, 
from her youth upwards, with love and watch- 
fulness ! — But she had hazarded all upon the 
die of that first and unalterable attachment; 
had periled more than the whole world could 
repay; had broken, for the sake of Alphonse, all 
earthly bonds, — all human considerations, — and 
now she must abide by the issue, — ^must follow 
him to infamy, — must labour for him, and watch 
iCnd want, to supply him with those assuage- 
ments of his bitter sentence which she soon 
beheld the wives — ay, and the mistresses — of his 
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fellow-H^nvicts, supply at stated intervals to the 
chain-bound malefactors of the galleys. 

She did labour, — she did watch, — she did 
want; only when the period arrived for the birth 
of her child, — her child of sorrow and shame, — 
she obeyed the injunctions of the galirien, and 
made her way to the abode of his poor parents 
in the capital, so that his babe might see the 
light under the roof which had sheltered his 
birth, and find protection in case of her falling 
a sacrifice to protracted wretchedness and long 
privation ! 

And it was on the eve of Florentine's return 
to Brest, that she had wandered forth, in utter 
despair, to commit her child to the guardianship 
of the Hospice des Enfans TrouvisI — She had 
not found courage, amid all her fortitude, to see 
it grow up to consciousness among the vile and 
degraded beings with whom she had compelled 
herself to associate. In anguish of spirit, she had 
torn herself from the child ; in patient humility, 
submitted to the coldness, and even reproacbes, 
of a family who regarded her as in some measure 
the cause of the misfortunes of their son ; and 
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at length begged faer way hsLck to Brest, pre- 
pared to linger out with him, in ^ame and 
destitation, the remaining period of his con- 
demnation. To her parents, ^e had already 
sued in vain for pardon and pity. The old 
people hardened their hearts against a castaway 
who dang to the bosom of one whom they 
believed to be the assassin of their son ; and 
though smiles never visited their furrowed faces, 
nor die sound of joy their desolate abode, plenty 
was at their board, ainl warmth by their fireside; 
while Florentine was ready to perish for lack of 
fire and food. 

Meanwhile, Prosper Anguie, promoted by the 
interest of the family of Clairval, obtained an 
official appointment on the northern frontier of 
France ; and was heard of, at distant intervals, 
in the seighbourhood of Beauchatel, as not only 
prosperous but reclaimed from the evil courses 
of his youth. By some strange vicissitude, the 
funds amassed by his father had suddenly disap- 
peared about the period of the trial of Alphonse 
D6ricourt, and many hinted that they had been 
sacrificed in the suborning of witnesses; while 
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some asserted they had been simply melted away 
by old Angui^ in the discharge of debts incurred 
by a libertine son. Certain it was that the old 
man died poor, — a pensioner on the bounties of 
the count ; but Prosper was otherwise provided 
for, and soon became the founder of fortunes of 
his own. — His utmost thriving, however, remained 
unenvied of Alphonse and Florentine ; convinced, 
as they were, that the stain of blood was upon his 
hand, and that God, in his own good time, would 
deal upon the offender the vengeance of repay- 
ment. 

Nor was their confidence misplaced. About 
a year previous to the expiration of Dericourt's 
term of sentence, the attention of the tribunals 
of Arras was directed to the deposition of two 
strangers against their long-respected chef d^ octroi 
municipal^ Monsieur Anguie — a depositipn of so 
serious a nature, as to necessitate his being com- 
mitted to prison to take his trial for murder! 
On this occasion, conclusive evidence was not 
wanting ; nor were the ends of justice frustrated 
by an overweening local influenced It appeared 
thkt two of the former wild associates of the 
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intendant's son, — ^the confidants, if not the ac- 
complices of his offences, — having at length out- 
wearied even the prodigality with which he was 
compelled to bribe their silence, had visited 
him at Arras, and out-taunted his patience ; till 
Anguie, considering himself secure in the good 
name he had established, and the length of 
time which had elapsed since the condemnation 
of Dericourt, ventured on open defiance. A 
quarrel ensued; witnesses of the afiray unhap- 
pily rushed in; when enough transpired to neces- 
sitate a second trial, and ensure the eventual 
condemnation of the real offender. 

Alphonse and the devoted Florentine now 
reaped the full reward of their sufferings, in the 
joy with which they were welcomed back to the 
scene of their former humiliations. — Her parents 
were still alive ; — her former associates faithful 
to the memory of her early excellence. — The 
second, — the legal — marriage of the young 
couple was solemnised in presence of half the 
families of the district ; and when, at the age of 
seven-and-twenty, Florentine Dericourt knelt 
down before her grey-headed father to ask his 
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benediction upon her union, the little foundling 
of the Rue (CEnfer^ who was biding his face in 
his mother's gown, with one glance of his bright 
but tearful eyes obtained old Raulain's pardon 
for the disobedience of his exemplary daughter. 
All now IB happiness at Franchetour I**- But 
when her &ioiliar friends pause, amid the con- 
vivialities of some daieerful evening, to congra- 
tulate Madame D^rieourt on the beauty of the 
younger babes now springing up around her, 
and the vigilance of her maternal care, Floren- 
tine is heard to reply, with a soft glance to- 
wards her devoted husband, '^They are, indeed, 
healthful and lovely; but, trust me, they have 
not more careful tending than is bestowed upon 
the poor orphans reared for the love of mercy 
in the Hospice des Enfans TrouvesJ* 
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A TALE OF THE WAR OF INDEPENDENCE. 



The sud was setting gloriously, as became the 
midsummer sun of a tropical country, over the 
extensive plains spreading from the lower ridges 
of the Andes to the Peruvian coast ; glittering 
at intervals upon the distant domes and towers 
of Lima, and streaming with fervid influence on 
tapia^feiiced fields of maize and luzeme; be- 
tween which, occasional thickets of wild cane, ^ 
enlaced with glaring blossoms of the nasturtium 
of Peru, shot up in airy lightness into the sum- 
mer sky. 

But amid the fertile luxuriance of the season, 
and brightness of the scene, a blackening blight 
was discernible. The iron hand of the War of 
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Independence had imprinted its fatal traces on 
that devoted province, the immediate scene of a 
contention which has happily bequeathed another 
nation to the list of the free people of the earth. 
The troops of the two factions of Patriots and 
Royalists, (or, as they were termed in South 
America, " El padre Rey^^ and " La Madre 
Patria^'*) successively cantoned in the environs 
of Lima, had left smoking and blackened ruins in 
place of prosperous villages; and, amid the olive 
gardens, or beneath the shade of the banana 
trees, many a spot of rugged and recently-turned 
earth revealed the existence of those hurried and 
unconsecrated graves to which the soldier is com- 
pelled to consign his comrades of the recent 
strife. Nay, the husbandman, retiring from the 
noonday heats into the shadow of the willow 
trees, planted along the banks of the Azequias, 
was often startled by the spectacle of a blue and 
swollen corpse polluting the stagnant waters; 
the festering gashes by which it was disfigured, 
bearing testimony to the untimely end of the 
victim. War, in short, had been there, with all 
its horrors — ^nay, Was stin there. The Patriot 
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generaly San Martin, had been proclaim^ Pro- 
tector of Peru ; but the Royalist generals^ Can- 
terac and Carratala, were marking the progress 
of their retreat before the Liberating Army by 
the commission of a thousand enormities. 

The Indians, the montarviros or guerillas of 
South America, and other irregular hangers-on 
of either faction, rendered, meanwhile, the dis- 
orders of the period a plea for the indulgence of 
their own lawless and marauding propensities. 

The viceroy of Lima had not yet, however, 
abandoned the city ; and, though all avenues of 
the cercado^^Gve invested by parties of montO" 
niros hovering round to cut off the supplies, the 
troops under Santalla and the brigades of Car- 
rantala were still confidently expected to make 
good their promises of support to the Royalists. 
Already diey had sacked, burned, and plundered 
throughout the province. Of the town of Can- 
gallo, not a trace remained ; the villages of 
Ulcamayo, Huailly, and Zancao, were razed to 
the ground; the stores of the silver mines of 
Pasco plundered, and the works suspended. All 
was ruin and desolation ! 
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On the morning, however, of the 23d of June, 
an Indian, deserting from the retreating army 
of Carratala to the division of Arenales, spread 
tidings, on his passage, of the defeat and the dis- 
comfiture of the troops under Canterac, and the 
mutiny of the Royalist garrison in the castle of 
Callao; and the harassed Peruvians, crowding 
to welcome his reports, fell on their knees by the 
wayside, to rei^^r thanks to the Almighty for 
the termination of their afOictions. <^ Long live 
the Liberators !"" Long live San Martin!*' 
" Peace to the Madre Patria !" resounding on 
all sides. The long-submitting Peruvians felt 
that their sufferings had sufficed; that Heaven, 
content with their patience, at length decreed 
them the reward of liberty. The mita or com- 
pulsory labour in the mines was to be abolished ; 
the exactions of the priesthood restrained ; the 
Spanish tyrants expelled. Henceforward Peru 
and all her provinces were to be free I 

The little town of Carguancuanga — ^situated, 
for its misfortune, in the direct route to Xanxa 
— was among the warmest ii^ its demonstrations 
of rejoicing at the intelligence. 
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" But a few weeks more," cried the people, 
assembled in the Plaza of the town to pour forth 
acclamations in honour of the liberadores, ^< and 
we and our families must have resigned ourselves 
to approaching famine. Our crops are destroyed 
— our farms pillaged — our stores demolished. 
Every horse has been taken from us by the vil- 
lain Santalla. Every ox carried off. How, then, . 
should we have £aced the winter, but for the pro- 
tection of the patriots? — Blessings on Cochrane 
and his fleet! — Blessings on Miller and San 
Martin! — for, thanks to the exertion of these 
heroes, our children shall live and be free ! " 

Under the roof of one habitation of the little 
town, were these thanksgivings more calmly, but 
not less piously directed. It was from the lips 
of Juan, her son, that Osoria Almedo, the wife 
of the sexton of Carguancuanga, received the 
welcome tidings ; — Juan, the eldest of nine chil- 
dren with which Providence had burthened her 
poverty, and brightened the simshine of a warm 
and loving heart For Osoria had tenderness 
for them all— industry for them all. Her nights 
were short, her meals scanty — short, as they were 
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often disturbed by unquiet dreamsy the result of 
aching limbs, from excessiye labour during the 
heat of the day ; and scanty^ because robbed of 
every delicate morsel, to be appropriated to the 
wants of her oftpring. But her morning waking 
was to happiness, when hurrying from her hard 
pallet to attend upon the^elplessones which, like 
fledgelings in their nest, cried aloud upon her 
with fondling names to minister to their wants; 
and triumj^ant with motherly love were the im- 
pulses of her bosom, as, one by one, she dismissed 
the little creatures from her careful hands, — 
fresh-faced, smiling, happy — herself their pro- 
vidence, — herself their never-failing fountain- 
head of happiness* — Yes ! hungry and weary she 
might sometimes be ; but triumphant at aU times 
and seasons, as the parent of such fair, and good, 
and loving children. Osoria often asked herseli^ 
indeed, as she bent over their sleeping heads, 
whether she loved them the more that they were 
the children of Isidro, or- whether Isidro himself 
were the dearer, as the father of those promising 
children ! 
It is true, Osoria had more than common 
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motives for wife-like devotion. Isidro Almedo, 
the son of wealthy parents in Lima, had quitted 
his own people and his father's house, and, in- 
curring disinheritance for her sake, become the 
husband of a maiden filling a menial station in 
the household of his parents. In the depths of 
penury which followed their rash marriage, he 
had even accepted a hateful occupation, sup- 
portable only as affording bread to a wife and 
child on the verge of starvation. 

But from the period of that self-sacrifice, all 
had comparatively prospered with Isidro and 
Osoria Almedo. Their bread, though black and 
bitter, had sufiiced to the rapidly increasing wants 
of the little family. Their daily mess of legumes 
became augmented in size, when, every year, 
another little face smiled beside theirfrugal board. 
The industry of Osoria supplied homely but 
decent garments for the family; and when at 
night Isidro returned from his sickening occupa- 
tion, he was sure to experience that electric gleam 
of household comfort, a smile of love and peace 
upon the threshold of his home. 

" Courage, man, courage," Osoria would whis- 
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per, when he occasionally gave way to dejection. 
" I am young and healthy, — ^the babes strong 
and beautiful,— our will is good, — our intentions 
honest — -We shall yet prosper; we shall yet be 
happy. Our children, thriving and laborious, 
will do honour to our old age. — There is a 
golden time in store for us. — Isidro ! the helpful 
hand of the Almighty is over our house ! •' — 

A blessing goes, indeed, with a cheerful spirit. 
Poor as they were, the homestead of the Almedos 
was ever joyous. The neighbours loved to loiter 
in friendly gossip beside their threshold, although 
too humble to deal in hospitality. Their chil- 
dren were general favourites; all in Carguan- 
cuanga had a kind word for them. No sooner 
did Juan, the eldest boy, attain the height of 
his father's elbow-chair, than the worthy Father 
Jose, the cur a or officiating priest of San Carlos, 
undertook his instruction ; and his sister Juanita 
was already employed as sweeper and weeder in 
the fine gardens of the Alcalde, Don Pepe di 
Aguero, in the suburbs of Caiguancuanga. By 
this august protection, food and raiment were 
provided for two out of the nine ; while, of the 
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seven other little ravens crying to the Lord for 
food under the roof of the poor sext6n9 the 
youngest still nestled at the breast of its mother. 

" Welcome, welcome ! — Joy and triumph for 
us and all !" — cried Osoria, as she sprang to the 
neck of her husband, on the evening of that 
eventful day. "The patriots are successful. — 
Peace is at hand; and, with peace, plenty!'* — 

" Peace will scarcely add a measure of lentils 
to our granary, or maize-meal to our chest," re- 
plied the calmer Isidro. "But God's will be 
done ! — The Spaniards reap the reward of their 
oppressions; and, if the new people fulfil their 
engagements, our brethren will at least eat of 
their own harvests, and sit under the tree of their 
own rearing. — But for thee and me, Osoria, what 
benefit?— The church of San Carlos is not like 
to profit by the downfall of its ancient benefac- 
tors, or to deal more liberally with its servitors 
in the decline of its revenue. Father Jose may 
be displaced; and Don Pepe himself has sworn 
to abandon Carguancuanga, should San Martin 
obtain possession of the province. What omen, 
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therefore, of good to us and ours, in the triumph 
of the liberators?" 

" Do not talk thus before the boy, — prythee, 
do not talk thus I" cried Osoria, throwing back 
the long braided tresses, discomposed by the 
ardour of her reception to her husband. ^^ Let 
not Juan learn tiiat we are thinking oiily of our- 
selves, while our enslaved countrymen of Peru 
bless God for their prospects of freedom. A heavy 
hand has been upon the land. The efforts of the 
people have, with the aid of Providence, wrought 
their deliverance ; and, oh ! be not our thoughts, 
at such a time, of the rags that cover us, or the 
morsel that sustains us. Providence hath hitherto 
filled our cruise : in Providence, dear husband, 
be our trust !" 

"My trust is in thee/'* — ^murmured Isidro, 
throwing his weary limbs upon a seat, and glanc- 
ing round their humble but cheerful abode — 
ornamented, by the hands of little Juanita^ for 
the Eve of St. John, with a profusion of fiowers, 
bestowed on her by the old gardener of Don 
Pepe. — " A blessing is with thee, wife^ and with 
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all thy doings. Thy quiet, oonfikling spirit is as 
an anchor to my restlessness. But for thee, I 
should have long ago quitted Carguancuanga ; 
which had been but a wild speculation. For, 
lo ! all is well with us; and, as tliou sayest, our 
children thriye; and there is, doubtless, a golden 
time in store for us and them/' 

Cheered by these reflections, (ini^ired, like 
every other noble thought arising in his mind 
by the higher courage and finer spirit of his 
wife,) Isidro called his children around him, 
bestowed a word or gesture of tenderness on 
each; and taking, on either knee, the little 
prattling Luigia, the image of her mother, and a 
boy still younger — too young as yet for prattling 
— he placed himself at his accustomed post at 
table, and prepared to do honour to their even- 
ing meal. 

*< Mother, dear mother !" — said Juan, suddenly 
jdaicing on the board before Osoria a basket of 
limes sending forth a delicious fragrance amid 
their fresh-cuUed leaves, << this fruit was given ' 
me by Father Jose, to celebrate our evening 
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festival, as a reward for my diligence of the 
week/* 

" I myself saw it plucked fresh before sunrise 
this morning, in the plantations of Don Pepe, 
as a token for his reverence,** added Juanita. 
" And here, dearest mother, is a musk melon, 
given me to-day by the Sefiora Dolores, to make 
merry with my brothers and sisters on the Eve 
of St. John.** 

" We are to keep holiday then, at the expense 
of our children?** — cried Isidro, in a cheerful 
voice, drawing his knife from its sheath, and 
dividing into shares the juicy and orange-tinted 
melon. *' Well ! *tis a memorable day — a day 
of triumph for Peru! — Children, draw near! — 
Osoria, bring the babe on thy arm, and take a 
place by my side. The blessing of the Holy 
Trinity upon our meal !— The bread is broken. 
Children, let us eat and be thankful.** 

And the little voices that echoed the blessing 
thus pronounced, were soon heard rising one 
above another in joyous turbulence. For the 
morrow was held as a solemn festival in the 
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church of Carguancuanga; and Juan was to be 
spared from his studies, and Juanita from her 
toils, and father and mother had promised to 
accompany their little family in the fresh even- 
ing, to witness l^efcmdango, mariffuita, and ffua- 
chambai, danced under the shade of the willow- 
trees bordering the ramparts of the town — 

Where young and old come forth to play 
Upon a sunshine holiday. 

So loud, indeed, was the confusion of their gay 
voices, and so absorbed were the happy parents 
in noting to themselves and each other the pro- 
gress of health and strength developed in those 
bright faces and eitulting tones, that, for several 
moments, an intruder stood unnoticed on the 
threshold ; and when Isidro at length observed 
the shadow interposed between them and the 
crimson gleam of the setting sun, an exclama- 
tion from his wife of " Father Jose — a visiter to 
our poor abode — rise, children, and welcome 
your benefactor!" — scarcely sufficed to reduce 
the young ones to silence. 

Already had Isidro placed a huge arm chair of 
wicker-work, the only one in his possession, for 

l3 
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90 honoured and unexpected a guest; while Osoria 
hastened to lay aside the in£Eint that slepl^pon 
her bosom, and place fresh bread upon the! table; 
But Father Jose was there neither for rest nor 
refreshment The old man's face was pale with 
consternation, and his voice more tremulous 
than when heard, in his moods of dfeepest 
emotiop, calling from the pulpit some hardened 
sinner to repentance, as he led Isidro apart from 
the children, and bade him give ear to his in- 
structions. 

" All is lost for Carguancuanga, — all — all ! " 
faltered the old man. ^^ The tidings spread this 
day among the people, were the words of a 
deceiver. The troops of Carratala are within a 
few hours' march of us ; and what will then befal 
my unhappy flock ? — It is known to the Royalists 
that but a month ago the Carguancuangites forced 
the wealthy and noble cdra of San Carlos to flee 
from the town, instituting myself, a poor and 
humble Benedictine, in his room ; and the ven- 
geance of Carratala will overtake them." And, 
as the old man clasped his hands despondingly, 
a heavy ^oan broke from the bosom of Isidro. 
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^^ Carratala may, perhaps, be within a few 
houi^wmarch of Carguancuanga," said Osoria, 
who had overheard alL *^ Yet surely, reverend 
father, till daybreak we are safe? and, before 
daybreak, suecour might yet reach us. A de- 
tachment of the troops of the Madre Patria is at 
Xanxa." 

<< Even so ; and with them rests my only re- 
maining hope," faltered the venerable priest 
<^ The alarm once given to the outposts yonder 
at Moya, all might go welL" 

<< But haw to give the alarm?'' cried Isidro; 
while the children, awed by the panic struck 
looks of their parents, cowered in silence in a 
comer of the room. " The country is beset by 
montoniros; and the reports spread this morning 
have probably lessened the alertness of our 
friends. Who could be found to encounter the 
hazard of such an errand?" 

^^ Myself/*' replied the old man, in a firmer 
voice. ^^ Should I become a victim, there will 
be neither widow nor orphan to accuse my rash- 
ness. I owe myself to the country, which has 
maintained me— to my parislucxiers, who love 
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me ; and, so I but succeed, would cheerfully lay 
down my few remaining years for their sake. 
But I feel that I shall not be sacrificed. The 
servants of religion command respect, even 
among the lawless. I shall go safe and free, 
when the young and brave could expect no 
quarter. My mule is sure and swift. Before 
midnight I could reach Moya ; whence the 
commandant would dispatch further instructions 
to headquarters." 

"This must not be!" interrupted Isidro, 
gradually recovering his self-possession. " It is 
to me. Father, this work is appointed. Give me 
the use of the mule. Not a minute must be 
lost!" 

" And these ?" said the old man, extending hb 
shrivelled hand towards Osoria and her children. 
" What have they done that thou shouldst 
desert them? — And what would be their fate, 
helpless, in the hands of the murdering ruffians 
of Carratala?" — 

A cold shudder was the sexton's expressive 
reply; for he was no stranger to the tender 
mercies of the Royalist troops. Nevertheless, 
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when he bent his eyes upon his benefactor, — the 
aged servant of the Almighty standing before 
him, he dared not sanction the perilous enter- 
prise of Father Jose. 

*^ Trifle not with me, my son, nor with the 
precious minutes that are wearing away," hastily 
resumed the priest; <^ but attend to my instruc- 
tions. To spread unnecessary alarm were mis- 
chievous; for resistance hath already proved in 
vain. Should the Spaniards gain ground, and 
reach Carguancuanga before succours from Xanxa 
are on the march, all that remains for you is 
submission. Nevertheless, I would fain preserve 
the treasures of the mother church from sacrilege. 
To you, my good Isidro, rather than to the 
Alcade, who is old and pusillanimous, I there- 
fore intrust the keys of San Carlos; and, I charge 
you, yield them not one minute sooner than is 
indispensable for the safety of the town. Be 
firm, Isidro, — be wise ; and the blessing of God 
and his saints upon your good service I" — 

Again the bewildered sexton strove, by earnest 
entreaties, to shake the resolution of his superior, 
and obtain for himself, instead of the guardianship 
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of the church and its treasures, the more active 
mission usurped by the priest of the altar. 

^^ In both duties, my son, there is danger," re* 
plied Father Jose, depositing on the table a 
bunch of ponderous keys. " For thee, for me, 
this night must alike be a night of peril. The 
moon that is to light me on my way to Moya, 
may never rise again for either; and since, as 
regards this worn-out, worthless frame, a violent 
death will but forestal by a few years the sentence 
of dust to dust; verily, Isidro, my son, it is for 
thee that my prayers shall ascend to the Omni* 
scient, that he will stretch torth his right hand to 
be thy buckler in the hour of trouble." 

Remonstrance was unavailing. The sexton 
smA his wife, accustomed to stand in the presence 
of the man of God as in that of a superior being, 
were easily subdued by the mere authority of 
the voice from which they were accustomed to 
accept their tidings of salvation ; and all that 
Osoria presumed to attempt, as Fadier Jose bent 
his steps toward the threshold, was to cast her- 
self, with her elder children, at his feet, and 
humby implore a benediction. 
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He consented that Isidro should bear him 
company to the extremity of the fiuburbs, to 
receive his last instructions ; and, as the stalwart 
Spaniard outstripped the places of the mule, the 
town's-people standing beside their door-posts, 
believing the curate of San Carlos and his sub- 
ordinate to be on their road to administer the 
sacraments of the church to the new-bom or 
dying in some farm adjoining the town, bad 
" God speed them," as they went Even the 
children, returning from the village-gardens, 
whither they had betaken themselves to beg for 
flowers for the celebration of the morrow's fes- 
tival, in the exultation of their little hearts, held 
up their baskets to Father Jose, mingling in their 
acclamations the name of the patron saint, and 
of the triumphant Patriots of Peru. 

" Poor children ! — poor innocents !" murmured 
the good priest, when they had passed the last 
hut of the suburbs, and had nothing before them 
but the open plains, over which the shades of 
evening had already gathered, while the brilliancy 
of the fire-flies shone out upon the cane-stalks, 
and the heavy flight of the bee-moth was heard 
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humming around. " May their hearts be as gay 
and fearless at this hour to-morrow ; and thou 
and I, Isidro, once more clasp hands together !" 

Then, leaning from his mule, Father Jose 
bestowed a fervent grasp on those of his col- 
league. << Remember," said he, in a solemn 
voice, as Isidro returned the pressure, " unless 
thou seest the torch of the incendiary uplifted 
against the walls of San Carlos, I charge thee, on 
thy salvation, surrender not the keys." 

After a few more counsels, Isidro returned 
towards the town, pausing now and then to ascer- 
tain whether the echo of the mule's hurried paces 
were yet lost in the distance. 

" A protecting hand is with him," murmured 
he, as he resumed his way. " The fiercest of the 
guerillas would respect the white hairs of Father 
Jose. But for iis — for Carguancuanga — for Peru, 
alas ! what hope ? " — 

A light was already burning within, when he 
lifted anew the latch of his dwelling ; and a 
single glance sufficed to shew him that the house- 
wifely hand of the matron and mother had not, 
during his absence, suspended its routine of duty. 
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The remnants of the meal were removed, the 
little ones laid to rest, and the two elder seated 
side by side, and hand in hand, listening with 
downcast eyes to the exhortations of their mother. 
Young as they were, the mystery of the good 
priest's enterprise was safe in their keeping, for 
that tender voice had adjured them to secrecy* 
No further thought of holiday, of rejoicing, for 
Juan and his sister; the evening was at hand, and 
their parents in/ peril and tribulation. Again a 
few minutes, and they too were laid down to rest, 
their nightly prayer murmured beside their pal- 
lets of maize leaves, sanctified by an Agnus Dei 
suspended at the head of each. 

And now all was stillaess and sadness under 
the roof of the sexton. Door and window were 
closed for the night; — only a small casement in 
a passage adjoining the bed-room, was left un- 
closed, that Isidro might keep watch over the 
weather and its prognostics; his ear and eye alike 
vigilant to catch the most remote indications of 
alarm. But Osoria, instead of betaking herself 
to her distaff, as was her wont, until the children 
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were soundly adeep» sat with folded hands beside 
the table, her eyes fixed upon the keys, her lips 
compressed; till Isidro, who, after wandering 
hither and thither with unquiet footsteps, sud^ 
denly placed himself by her side, encircled her 
waist with his arm, and drew her head towards 
his bosom, not a word passed between themw— » 
Their tenderness was too sad and deep for 
utterance. 

^^ Scarcely six and twenty years hare passed 
over this good and precious head," said Isidro, 
at length imprinting a long kiss on the forehead 
that lay cold and pale upon his shoulder* 
. '< Scarcely six and twenty years, yet already there 
are traces of silver amid its raven tresses — already 
these brows are hollowed with labour and care. 
Wife ! thou hast suffered much — hast struggled 
bravely with want, with weariness, with a mother'^ 
sorrows. Few have been thy hours of sunshine, 
my Osoria — many thy days of storm, even while 
I was beside thee to soothe and to sustain ; and 
now, how will it be with thee — henceforward, how 
will it be with thee, and how with them, if thou 
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must adyenture single-handed against the trou- 
Uesof the world!" 

<*No!" faltered the woman, clinging con- 
vulsingly to his arm ; " God is merciful. It will 
not be thus, it cannot be thus; help will be 
vouchsafed us. These innocent children will 
plead for us to the Mother of Heaven, who her- 
self sorrowed as a mother.— Isidro, be of better 
cheer!'* — 

" I am of good cheer,** replied the sexton, 
drandng her still closer to his side ; ^ for I feel 
that thou art strong against suffering;— strong in 
courage — strong in virtue; and thus it will be 
easy for me to die. But die, Osoria, I shall, — 
perish, I tell thee, I must and shall ! — I have 
had warnings. - Omens have been around me. 
It was but this morning, girl, that, lacking em- 
ployment in the Cathedral, I betook myself to 
the cemetry of San Carlos, my pickaxe and 
spade on my shoulder; and, under the shade 
of the two old cork-trees that branch from the 
western wall, digged a deep grave. What right 
had I to anticipate the decree of Providence, 
and dig a grave which there was none to fill? 



Digitized 



by Google 



236 THE ROYALISTS OF PERU. 

— I, who have so loathed the calling which the 
wants of a wife and child forced on my adoption, 
what secret influence prompted rae to go forth 
and exercise it in very wantonness? — It was a 
tempting of God, Osoria; and in that grave 
shall I be laid to rest !" — 

" Pray Heaven that hundreds of our country- 
men be not soon lacking graves !'' — was the 
s(demn rejoinder of his wife, whose thoughts 
were occupied rather with the position of the 
two armies than with the plight of their single 
household.—" But a few hours ago, peace seemed 
restored to us ; yet, again, alas ! we ^re to be 
harassed with the terrors of war and the op- 
pressions of the Royalists." — 

" To us and ours, their oppressions are of 
small account," replied Isidro, 

" Is it nothing to have your wife stigmatized 
as an Indian ? — your children as the children of 
a bondswoman ? " — remonstrated Osoria. 

" Nothing ! — Osoria's name to me is wife— to 
my children, mother, — whether styled by the 
oorregidor of the province Spaniard, Peruvian, 
or Indian." — 
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<<HushI" eagerly interposed Osoria, closing 
his lips with her hand. ^< I will not listen to 
what grieves me from the voice of my husband. 
Yet in such sentiments were you nurtured. 
When Isidro saw the light, his father's father 
filled, in the city of Lima, the office of Alcalde ; 
and, though you threw off the authority of your 
family, to become poor and humiliated, for my 
sake '' 

<< Enough ! enough !" cried Isidro, in his turn, 
straining her anew to his breast ; and, to con- 
ceal his emotion, he betook himself to the still 
unclosed lattice, and looked forth, through the 
stillness of night, into the open country, over 
the bridge of Iscuehaca; — on a rising ground 
above which ran the street in which was situated 
his humble dwelling. 

<< San Lorenzo 6e our aid !'' he exclaimed. 
<< Beacons are already blazing on the distant 
hills !— Father Jose's warning came too late ! — 
Carratala must be at hand !" — 

« You forget that it is the eve of St. John ?" 
replied his wife, with a gentle smile. " Yonder 
fires are tokens of rejoicing in the villages 



Digitized 



by Google 



288 THE ROYALISTS OF PERU. 

according to the ancient custom of your na- 
tion." 

" True— true ! — I had forgotten/' replied the 
aexton in a des^nding Toice; and again he 
threw himself into a seat, and moaned heavily. 

*^ You will wake the children. Let the poor 
babes rest in peace ! " — said Osoria. 

And carefully shading £he night-lamp with 
her hand, she led him towards the happy little 
sleepers. On one bed, enlaced in each other's 
arms, lay three lovely girls, whose dark curls, 
mingling on the pillow, presented a picture 
worthy of Muirillo. Beside them was the rest- 
ing-place of Juanita, on whose protecting arm 
nestled the infant. 

<^ Behold them !"— cried the happy mother. 
" What smiles upon their lips ! — what peace 
upon their brows ! — The angels of Grod are with 
them in their rest— Their dreams are not of toil 
and sufiPering, like unto our own ; but of happy 
islands and heavenly beings that hover over 
them, to comfort and protect. — O Isidro ! Isidro ! 
is there not joy, is there not wealth, in the pos- 
session of these treasures ? " 
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The sexton replied by a pressure of the hand. 
He oould not confirm her apostrophe. His 
heart was not that of a mother; with him the 
harsh realities of life were all in all L— 

** TThy rich brother yonder at Lima," pursued 
the exulting woman, << has but a lame and dis- 
torted son. Heaven, which gave him abundance, 
denies him the sight of fair and smiling faces 
round his board, and. the sound of loving voices 
blessing him by the name of father !" — 

^^ And how is it, when they call upon a &ther 
for food, that he cannot pve, — for protection 
beyond his power of granting?"— r replied the 
sexton, whose thoughts were embittered by the 
labours of his loathsome avocation, and the ap- 
prehension that the helpless ones before him 
were about to be consigned, fatherless, to the 
hard dealings of the world 

<< Be not thus solicitous for the things of this 
world I" faltered Osoria.— " The God of Chris- 
tians, Isidro, hath his own good time for con- 
ferring benefits on his creatures. Ours tnay be 
at hand; if not on earth, in a brighter and 
hapfner place. There is a world elsewhere ; — a 
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world of compensation, — where the poor are ex- 
alted, and the weary find repose. Be patient, 
husband ; let us kneel and pray for patience !" — 

And the sexton and his wife knelt down, side 
by side, near the resting-place of their children, 
and prayed and were comforted. 

In another hour, Osoria, having taken her 
babe to her breast, lay down in her turn; in 
another, she was gently sleeping. But the sex- 
ton still watched. He took down his old Spanish 
fowling-piece from the rack, and examined the 
lock; he drew his knife from its sheath, and 
whetted the blade upon his hearth-stone» He 
listened; — he looked forth again and again; but 
all was still silent 

Morning dawned at last, — Mid-summer morn- 
ing, bright and joyous; and, scarcely had the 
twilight given place to perfect day, when bands 
of children gathered in the suburbs of Carguan- 
cuanga, with garlands of flowers and torches, arid 
bird cages suspended from poles entwined with 
wreaths, chanting hymns in honour of the festi- 
val of St. John. 

*<Go forth with the rest!" said Osoria, to 
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her elder children, as she rose to her morning 
labours. 

But Juan and his sister refused. 

" There is sorrow in thy face, dear mother," 
replied the girl; "let us tarry at home and 
comfort thee." 

And Osoria, remembering how much the 
children had overheard of the communication of 
Father Jose, judged it better to accede to the 
proposal. 

Meanwhile, no tokens of the good father's re- 
turn! — Twice did Isidro make his way to the 
extremity of the suburb where they had parted 
the preceding night, but without success; and, 
thus disappointed and frustrated in the hope of 
succours from Xanxa, the sexton felt it incum- 
bent upon him to warn Don Pepe of all that had 
come to pass, in order that the rejoicings of the 
day might be suspended, and the town of Gar- 
guancuanga placed in a state of defence. 

" Close up thy house — keep thy spirits tran- 
quil, and thy babes under thy wings," said 
Almedo, addressing his wife. «I must away, 
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for a time. As soon as may be, I will return to 
thee again/' 

And, after imprinting on her &ce a kiss of 
more than ordinary fervour, — a kiss such as the 
hour of danger wrings out of the heart, — he 
placed the keys of San Carlos within his inner 
vest, and departed. 

Meanwhile, re-assured by the comfortable' 
tidings of the preceding day, the Alcalde of Car. 
guancuanga, Don Pepe di Aguero, was seated in 
his brocaded dressing-gown, enjoying his morn- 
ing chocolate. . A branch of orange blossom lay 
on the table by his side ;' presented by his withered 
govemante in honour of the fete, but scarcely 
overpowering with its fragrance the high flavour 
of vanilla emanating from his dainty repast; 
when Isidro, the sexton of San Carlos, was an- 
nounced as entreating an interview from the man 
in place. 

<^ Let him choose a more convenient season," 
mumbled Don Pepe. " Is a festival of the Holy 
Church a time for the execution of worldly 
business? — Bid the fellow return to-morrow, 
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my good Dolores, — ^bid him return at noon to- 
morrow." 

*< The man's business seems pressing, and he 
is urgent," replied the ancient govemante. << "lis 
the father of little Juanita." 

^ Perhaps he brings a message from father 
Jose — perhaps"^ 

*' My mind misgives me, Senor Alcalde, that 
things are amiss iii the town. The matin bell is 
still uniting— the doors of San Carlos" 

^ Send Isidro hidier ! — It was my intention to 
have attended, in person, high mass this morn- 
ing," said the Alcalde, with dignity. ^< He 
must account for these omissions. Let him 
enter." 

. And the sexton, once hidden into the presence 
of the great man, his errand was briefly sped 
He related, with force and brevity, all that he 
saw motive to unfold ; — the advance of Carratal% ' 
the departure of tiie priest, and his prolonged 
absence. 

<« Carratala and the royalists advancing on the 
town of Carguancuanga?" ejaculated the mayor* 
The saints forefend I — The Indian deserter of 
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yesterday was then a traitor and deceiver? — ^A 
plot, — a manifest plot ! — And father Jos6 to take 
himself off by stealth in our hour of peril ! — 
Succours from Xanxa? — Absurd — ^^ridiculous ! — 
Summon the Town- Council ! — Let the tocsin 
be rung I Auxilio I — auxilio I Dolores, my vest 
of ceremony ! — Dolores, my staflF, my wig, my 

scarf, my Auxilio J — auxilio I Carratala is 

marching upon the town ! — At all events, no re- 
sistance. What did we gain by opposing the 
entrance of Santalla, five months ago? — Butchery 
and bloodshed, but not a word of thanks from 
San Martin, or the Junta Gvbernativa I — No, no ! 
Free way to the troops ! — It is for the armies of 
La Madre Patria to meet them with repulse, 
and leave our peaceful town's-people to their 
civil duties." 

Scarcely had Isidro heard and comprehended 
the instructions of Don Pepe, than, in all haste, 
he prepared to leave the house. 

<' The priest has, doubtless, carried with him 
in his flight the keys of the church?" — inquired 
the Alcalde, as the sexton was quitting the room. 
" Ay, ay ! his only care was for the treasury and 
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dtar-chest! — Let his dwelling, however, be 
learched ; and, should the keys come to light, 
bring them instantly to be deposited with the 
town-council. — Away !" 

" Wife !" cried the agitated Almedo — Shaving 
instantly made his way homewards, — ^^ I pro- 
mised thee to return, and I am here ; but for a 
moment only. The cowardly Alcalde is resolved 
to oppose no resistance to the ruffians of Carra- 
tala. My only chance, therefore, of fulfilling my 
promise to our benefactor, is by taking up my 
position in San Carlos, and keeping fast the 
doors. The royalists may have neither time nor 
inclination to proceed to extremities. Should I 
be sought, therefore, say that I have set forth to 
meet Father Jose; but, as thou art true to- 
Heaven, let nothing force from thy lips the secret 
of my concealment. 

" Nothing 1" ejaculated Osoria. — "And must 
we then pass the day here, — and alone?" 

" Wouldst thou rather bring thy children, and 
spend it with me in the church?" — 

"In San Carlos? — The children shut up 
among those chilly aisles — those damp grave- 
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stones? — No I . the wren is safer in its humble 
nest than in a palace chamber. We will abide 
at home — too insignificant to attract atten- 
tion," 

^ While, in traversing the streets towards the 
church, they could scarcely fail to draw notice. 
Now then, my gourd tmd a loaf, as when pre<- 
paring for a long day^s labour; and, once more^ 
&rewell !" — said Isidro, striving to throw off, or 
at least conceal from his wife, the dejection of 
his spirits. ^ Not a word to the children — not 
a word to neighbour or Mend ; but give me thy 
prayers, that, with God's aid, I may be the n^ans 
of preserving San Carlos, from the hands of the 
spoiler." 

She smiled assentingly, then turned aside to 
weep; and, when she looked again, her husband 
was gone. She had not time to watch his de- 
parture; but, lifting bolt and bar, closed the 
door of the house upon the sunshine. Already 
the flowers, suspended to the lintel by the 
children the preceding night, were withered in 
the early sun. 

^ All withered, — all dead ! " cried Osoria; and 
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she would fain have ^ven way to desolate 
presentiments. But what leisure for vain 
repining has the mother of nine helpless chil- 
dren? 

Presently, indeed, her household labours were 
suspended by the sound of the bugle of the town- 
crier, and a proclamation to the inhabitants of 
Carguancuanga, to repair to their several habita- 
tions, and keep close till sunset. Then came a 
murmur of voices and tread of feet, as of people 
dispersing homewards; then a general silence, 
save when the snatch of a royalist song, muttered 
by some half-drunken reveller staggering through 
the suburb at the risk of arrest, gave token that 
the hopes of the party of El Padre Bey were 
re-awakening. 

While the town-coundl was assembling, Lddro^ 
with stealthy movements, reached the postern of 
San Carlos, entered unobserved, and locked and 
re-locked its small, massive, iron-knobbed door 
of solid oak. — The great gates, trebly and quar 
druply barred and bolted, were rarely opened, 
save for the high ceremonies of the church ; — 
such as on that very day, under the blessing of 
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God, ought to have filled the groined roof of San 
Carlos with incense and anthems of praise. 

And now Isidro was alone in the venerable 
temple, bequeathed, three centuries before, by 
Pizarro, to the worship of the Catholic faith. 
Often had he been there before, when engaged 
in the duties of his calling, but never under the 
influence of such a sense of loneliness. A vapour 
of damp, as if emanating from the caves of death 
under his feiet, seemed to oppress him. And 
yet the high altars, and those of the Virgin and 
the Heart of Jesus, had been adorned with 
flowers the preceding evening, by the nuns of the 
convent of St. Agatha; —flowers which, thanks 
to the damp and sunless atmosphere, preserved 
their freshness. Tapestry had been spread over 
the altar steps, — the richest tapers stood ready in 
their sconces, — all seemed prepared for a solem- 
nization. Whence, therefore, the unnatural still- 
ness — the. unnatural solitude of the place? — 
Isidro half expected to hear the solemn peal of 
the. organ suddenly awake amid the echoing 
aisles! — But he checked the fantastic notion; 
and sternly reminded himself that he was alone 
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—that he must remain alone) — ^sole guardian of 
the treasures, temporal and spiritual, around 
him ; — that none could come to disturb him in 
his retreat, until it was his good pleasure to bid 
them enter. 

He raised his eyes to the grim-visaged saints, 
whose effigies adorned the chapels of the side 
aisles, imploring their features to relax, and their 
lips to commune with him. But those gloomy 
&ces looked down unpitying. The Immaculate 
Mother, her infant on her knee, preserved her 
immobility. 

"Better have recourse to God than to his 
saints!" muttered Isidro; and, falling on the 
marble floor before the high altar, he breathed, 
audibly, a simple paternoster, to which the 
hollow vastness of the deserted church returned 
an impressive echo. 

That Father Jose had fallen into the hands of 
the montoneros, Isidro nothing doubted. The 
grey hairs of the good old priest, his benefactor, 
were, in all likelihood, defiled by the hands of 
ruffians. Or the mule might possibly have 
missed its footings in fording the stream, when 

m3 
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none were at band to ^ve him succour. But on 
his behalf gciod as be, was and in the fubiess of 
years, there was little cause for lamentation, in 
the young, the helpless, the unprepared of Car- 
guancuanga, were victims demanding ampler 
commiserati<Hi« — And their doom might be at 
hand I — 

He listened and listened. Not a sound ! save 
the flitting of a bird long domesticated in the old 
church, and accustomed to. perch unmolested on 
the reading desks of the chancel I — Isidro knged 
to silence even the feeble interruption of Its funt 
note, its fluttering wings; as if those scarcely 
audible sounds could have drowned the tumults 
of an approaching br^ade, the trampling and 
neighing of war horses, the clang of hostile arms. 

One other sound broke in, however, on his 
solitude ; — the heavy toll of the clock, proclaim* 
ing hourly, half-hourly, quarteily, the weary pix>- 
gress of the day. Noon had long been chimed ; 
evening was appi^oadiibg; for the sun had at- 
tained the lofty and richly-stained windows of 
the church. And now a murmur seemed gra- 
dually cising in the streets^ — << Glad tidings,'' 
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thought Isidro, << have surely reached the town. 
The Council may have obtained news that suc- 
cours are approaching, or that Carratala desists 
from his expeditions^' And, while this notion^ 
glancing into his mind, seemed to thaw the frozen 
current of his blood, the clatter of a charger 
suddenly resounded on the pavement, and loud 
and repeated blows were struck against the great 
gates of San Carlos. 

Isidro laid his hand upon the keys» in die 
belief that he was summoned to admit some 
messenger from Father Jos6; when lo ! his ear 
was startled by a citation to deliver up posses* 
sion of the church to the troops of El Padre Reyt 

" Within there— ho— reply I By St Chris- 
topher, not a black-gown left in the place I — AU 
fled — all vanished I '^ exclaimed the trooper. 
And Isidro, thus apprised that his retreat was 
still undiscovered, maintained a strict silence. 
After several vain attempts on the part of the 
Royalist soldier, to shake the ponderous gates 
from their staples, accompanied by fearful bias* 
phemies and threats of vengeance, horse and 
horsemen galloped away; and Isidro Almedo 
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was left to a solitude a thousand times more fear- 
ful than before. For the Royalists were in pos- 
sesion of the town, and all was lost. — Their dis- 
appointment of obtaining access to San Carlos 
might, perhaps, stimulate them to the acts of 
vengeance threatened by the trooper. His own 
humble household, his wife, his babes, might be 
included in their acts of violence. The blood 
throbbed in his temples, his hands were involun- 
tarily clenched; and, resolving to escape from 
his self-sought prison, and fly to the defence of 
those he loved, the sexton, with hurried steps, 
entered the sacristy on his way towards the 
postern. 

But what sound, — what shrill, shrill cry startles 
him on his entrance ? — Why does he stand trans- . 
fixed on, the stone floor of the sacristy, with his 
eyes riveted on the grated window through which, 
during his daily occupations in the cathedral, his 
two elder children were in the habit of deliver- 
ing him messages from their mother? — It is the 
voice of Juan ! — It is the frantic outcry of his 
eldest bom, that curdles his very blood. — 

'* Father, hasten ! — O father, father, hear me. 
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and hasten, ere it be too late!" — cried the 
agonized boy. "The soldiers have fired our 
house, — the soldiers have dragged forth our 
mother. — Father, father !" 

In a moment, the wretched man was in the 
street, rushing, wild and frantic, towards the 
suburb. — Open, now, were the aisles of San 
Carlos to all comers. — What were church or 
churchmen unto him? — His abandoned home, 
his undefended wife ; — Oiere were his treasures, 
there was his accusation ! — 

Yet Osoria, amid the horrors of her fate, had 
never accused him. All day did she sit, her 
children round her knees, striving to console 
them with songs, and tales, and endearments, 
for the loss of their holiday. Her cheek was 
pale, indeed, and her eye wild and burning, as 
she sang to them, and caressed them. But for 
worlds would she not have had their innocent 
bosoms daunted by the terrors that hung with 
leaden weight upon her own. 

"Why are the doors and windows closed?*' 
lisped one little fondling girl, kissing the mother's 
hand that rested on her head. — " Sister Juanita 
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promised me that to-day we should have flowers^ 
and fruit, and music, and dancing under the 
green trees? And, after all, we are shut as 
prisoners." 

<< Peace, babe I " whispered the mother, enchng 
her murmurs with a kiss, — "To-morrow, thou 
shalt go forth into the fields, and enjoy a double 
holiday," 

" And wilt Hum be with us, mother?" — ^prattled 
anotlier. 

" I shall be with thee, my Luigia. — I promise 
thee to be with thee." 

" Joy, joy I " — ^responded several little voices, 
while Luigia clapped her hands. " It is so long 
since our mother went forth with us.-T-But she 
has promised. — We are all witnesses.— No work 
to-morrow ! — The mother — the mother will join 
in our holiday!" 

In these exclamations of joy, however, the two 
elder children refrained from joining. Thy 
were initiated into the secret of their gentle 
mother's apprehensions ; they had heard all, and 
only abstained from questioning her, lest they 
should add to her affliction. 
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Towards evening, however, Osoria suddenly 
started up, and advancecf towards the still closed 
door. Her ear had caught the sound of a dis- 
tant bugle. Drums, and the tramp of cavalry 
soon followed. Then outcries of alarm, — a dis- 
charge of musketry, shrieks, confusion. — ^Yes I 
the enemy had entered the town, and as she 
wrung her hands in despair, the children crowd- 
ing to her feet, hid their little faces in her gar- 
ments, and wept 

Soon, fearfully soon, they heard the name of 
^^Isidro Almedo'' called upon by angry voices; 
while numberless footsteps approached the door. 

"Isidro, Isidro!" cried his neighbours, <<come 
forth from your house« — Father Jos6 is not to 
be found, — Father Jos^ has absconded ; and the 
Royalist colonel demands the keys of the church 
to quarter his troops for the night.'' 

Osoria crossed herself devoutly. Even amid 
the tumult from without, she could distinguish 
the sound of her own beating heart, as the 
children clung closer and yet closer to her knees. 

«< Isidro I " — ^shouted the people, incensed by 
delay, " come forth." 
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^^My husband is not here/' replied Osoria, 
in a firm voice, as they attempted to force the 
door. 

"Where is he?" 

" I know not" 

"The sexton has concealed himself," said 
they among each other. "Break open the doors, 
and search the house." 

The door yielded with a crash, and in an in- 
stant, every comer of the house was ransacked. 

"What seek ye here, ye pitiful villains?" 
cried one of the troops of Carratala, attracted 
to the spot by the tumults of the people. 

" Only the sexton of San Carlos, who has 
made off with the keys of the church." 

" In what direction ?" 

"We know not. — Interrogate this woman, 
who is his wife." 

" Where is thy husband ?" — cried the soldier, 
striking a harsh blow on the shoulder of Osoria, 
while she vainly attempted to extricate her little 
ones from the trampling of the crowd. 

" Where is thy husband ? — Speak,, or it will 
be the worse for thee !" he repeated, while the 
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distracted mother warded off the pressure from 
the affrighted infant clinging to her bosom. 

^^ I have already answered that I know not," 
»he replied, when the question was, for the third 
time, repeated. 

" And the keys of San Carlos?"— 

" Father Jose," she began 

"Is safe at the bottom of the river!" inter- 
rupted the soldier. "But before the old carrion 
was pitched by our men into the stream, they 
took care to search his pockets. No keys or key 
helped to sink the priest. Speak, therefore — 
where is thy husband hidden?" — persisted the 
man, seizing Osoria roughly by the arm. 

" I say to thee again that I know not," an- 
swered she, with mild firmness. 

" What art doing within there, Lazo?" cried 
an authoritative voice from the door. " What 
art thou at?" 

" Demanding from the wife of the sexton of 
San Carlos, the keys of the church," shouted the 
soldier. 

^ And she refuses to give them up?" 
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*< Refuses to tell where her beast of a husband 
has'concealed them.'^ 

<*Drag her out,'' said the seijeant, whose 
troop now invested the house. *^ Let us hear 
what she will have to tell us when the hovel is 
burning before her eyes." 

At this fearful threat, the town's-people still 
remaining under Isidro's roof came yelling forth 
A fus^ was applied to the thatch, and the blaze 
burst forth before the shrieking children could 
be extricated. Speechless with horror, Osoria 
Almedo burst from the hands of the brutal 
soldiery. In an instant she was recaptured,— 
mocked with shouts of derision, — ^tortured by 
the grasp of ruffians, amid loud appeals to the 
horror-struck people to rise in her defence and 
rescue. 

" What shrieking fool have we here?'' — cried 
one of the officers of Carratala, riding up to the 
spot, attracted by the blaze that was beginning 
to redden the ev^ng sky. 

« 'Tis but an Indian woman, the mfe of a 
Spanish rebel, a sworn foe to government," an- 
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swered the Ex-lBlscal of Cai]guancuanga> by 
whom he was accompaoijed. 

"An Indian^ yet so insolent?" — interrupted 

he royalist captain. " Let my troopers teach 

her better manners ! — Away with her, boys; but 

take care to make an end of the business, that 

no tales may be told to-morrow/' 

At this brutal command, the frantic wife of 
Isidro was dragged from the street; while the 
terrified crowd shrunk in silence and consterna- 
tion to their homes. The last object that met her 
eyes, was the blazing roof-tree of her house; — 
the last sounds that met her ears, were this moans 
of her defenceless babes; — the last thought that 
sustained her courage, was the thought of the 
safety of her husband. 

But at that moment, Lddro, warned by his little 
son, was on his way homewards, maddened by the 
shouts of all who met him by the way^ bidding 
him haste, for that his wife was in the hands of 
ruffians. The street wher^n his house was 
situated, was thickly crowded with people ; bat all 
made way when they found that. the panting, 
breathless man, by whom they were pushed aside, 
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was the husband of the wretched victini they had 
seen hurried to destruction. 

<< Stay, Isidro I " said one compassionate woman, 
as he approached the burning ruins. ^< I pray 
thee, go no further. — All is over. — Thou wilt 
see her no more. Surrender the keys, if thou 
hast them; but, in pity to thyself, avoid this 
place. We neighbours will have a hand to thy 
children." 

" JETw children 1*^ — It was not of them he 
thought! — His soul was with her — his cliaste 
wife, — his faithful wife, — his companion, — friend 
— blessing! — And, as a thousand conflicting 
terrors rushed into his mind, he reeled against 
an adjoining house, — his arms fell powerless to 
his side, — big drops of faintness and exhaustion 
rose upon his forehead $ and but that pitying, 
arms were extended to support him, he would 
have fallen to the earth. The woman who had 
before addressed him, brought a cup of water 
for his restoration ; and, when Isidro recovered 
his senses, he seemed inspired with the deadly 
ferocity of the wounded tiger. 

^« Whither did they bear her?" — he inquired 
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of those around him, in a concentrated whisper* 
" Whither did they bear my wife?" 

" Across the bridge of Iscuehaca, to the sub- 
urbs I — But seek not to follow tbem ; it is too 
late!" cried the people, tr3ring in vain to re- 
strain him. 

Away, however, went Isidro. No curse upon 
his lips — no glare of vengeance in his looks; 
but, like a senseless thing, impelled to action by 
somQ inexplicable influence. 

" The bridge of Iscuehaca I" How often had 
he traversed it with her in sport, — how often in 
joy ! — How often held their young children 
on the parapet at eventide, to watch the - rip- 
pling of the blue waters, while the terrified 
mother stood tenderly chiding by his side! — - 
And now ! -^ 

A group of intoxicated soldiers, shouting and 
exulting in their drunkenness, passed him oi> 
the bridge. Other troopers stood in groups on 
the road beyond, preparing to return to the 
town; and, further still, he discovered a con- 
fused assemblage of the town's-people of Car- 
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guancuanga, gazing upwards to a tree by the 
wayside. 

** One would think the fools had never before 
seen a woman hanging to a tree!" — cried one of 
the soldiers. ^< Well, her fate will be a warning 
to the rest!"— 

<* She begged us to put an end to her miseries," 
replied his comrade. <^ What could we do but 
comply?" 

The next moment, the knife of Isidro was 
buried to the hilt in his breast. Ere the ruffian 
ceased to exist, however, the speedy justice of 
military law had avenged him on his assassin. 
The disfigured body of the sexton of San Carlos 
was swinging in the evening air beside that of 
the released Osoria ! — * ♦ ♦ 

Short was the triumph of the Royalists. On 
the following morning, warned by their scouts 
that a brigade of cavalry under the command of 
the brave O'Brien, was advancing rapidly upon 
Carguancuanga, the troops of Carratala preci- 
jAtately evacuated the town,- leaving the way 
clear for the Patriots. 
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A deputation from the town-council, dis- 
patched to compliment Colonel O'Brien, met 
him in advance of the brigade, just as he reached 
Ihe bridge of Iscuebaca. 

<<I thank you, gentlemen, for your good in- 
tentions," said he, in reply to their address, 
having reasons of his own for misdoubting the 
good faith and patriotism of Don Pepe de 
Aguero ; " but, with your leave, I would confer 
'with the ciira of Carguancuanga." 

" Father Jose is, unfortunately, missing ; and, 
as we fear, fallen into the hands of the Royalists." 
replied the Alcade, with an humble obeisance. . 

<< A venerable ecclesiastic will undoubtedly be 
given up on the tender of a sufficient ransom," 
replied the colonel. 

*^ Not by butchering ruffians, the soldiers of 
El Padre Rey!" — cried several eager voices 
from the crowd which now burst forth from the 
suburbs to welcome their deliverers. At that 
moment an Indian woman, who had advanced 
near enou^ to cling to the horse's mane of 
Colond O'Brien, pointed silently to a tree near 
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the spot, where hung the discoloured corpses of 
Isidro and his wife. 

At the foot of the fatal tree, with uplifted 
hands and piteous wailing, knelt eight miserable 
orphans, crying upon their father — their tender 
mother — to come down to them; — still uncon- 
scious, in their innocence, of the extent of their 
bereavement ! — 

" Let the bodies of this unhappy couple have 
decent burial,*' said Colonel O'Brien, after having* 
lent a compassionate ear to a brief relation of 
their unhappy fate. ^< I tnist it is needless to 
commend their helpless children to the mercy 
of the good Patriots of Carguancuanga. — Cou- 
rage, my friends ! — The oppressors are serving 
our cause. God will not suffer such barbarities 
as these to pass unpunished !" — 

That evening the bodies of Isidro and Osoria 
Almedo were laid in the grave, under the cork- 
trees, according to the prediction of the sexton. 
The infant, which had perished for lack of food, 
was placed on the bosom of its mother. Not 
even an humble grave-stone marks the spot. 
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But every midsummer morning, their surviving 
children assemble there, to strew flowers upon 
the grave; and already the cause of these 
humble victims is gloriously avenged in the free- 
dom of Peru ! * 

* Lieutenant- Colonel O'Brien commanded the advanced 
guard on the following day ; and, entering the town of Car- 
guancuanga, near the Bridge of Iscuehaca, inquired for the 
priest of the parish, supposing that he could give the most 
correct information of the enemy ; but, as he had absconded, 
O'Brien next asked for the sexton. The Indians pointed in 
silence to a tree ; and, upon approaching it, he beheld the 
sexton and his wife suspended by the neck from one of the 
branches. The crime of the unfortunate man was, the not 
being in attendance when one of General Carratala*s officers, 
oa passing through the village, demanded the keys of the 
church, which he required to quarter his troops in. The 
crime of the woman was, in not revealing the hiding- place of 
her husband; which was, however, discovered; and both 
were immediately hanged. O'Brien saw their nine young 
children on their knees weeping most piteously, and praying 
to their lifeless parents to come down to them.** — Memoirs 
of General Miller^ in the service of the Republic of Peru, 
Vol. I., p. 367. 
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Popular tradition asserts that the palace of 
the Tuileries has been for centuries the resort 
of a demon, familiarly known by the name of 
" V Homme Rouge^'^ or the Red Man ; who is 
seen wandering in all parts of the chateau when- 
ever some great misfortune menaces its royal 
inhabitants ; but who retreats at other periods to 
a small niche in the Tour de FHorlogey the cen- 
tral tower built by Catherine de Medicis, for the 
use of her royal astrologers. 

Beranger has described the royal Red Man as 

Un diable habilU d'^c&rlate, 

Bossu, louche, et roux, 
Un serpent lui eert de cravate ; 

II a le nez crochu, — 

II a le pied fourchu. — 

Other red men, however, are to be met with 
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in Paris besides the celebrated scarlet devil of 
the Tuileries ; who, after all, is but a sort of 
Parisian Zamiel, little better than the Feuergeist 
of a High Dutch melodrama. Whoever, for in- 
stance, has chanced to visit the Quai Desaix with 
the intention of finding the Marche aux Fleurs 
on any other day than the official Wednesday or 
Saturday, when it presents so charming an aspect, 
must have been startled by the sight of half a 
hundred reddish men and women, the old iron- 
vendors who ply their unattractive trade beneath 
the dwarf acacia-trees of La Vallee. 

Even these, however, are the mere half-castes 
of the calling. But should some courteous reader 
be smitten, like ourselves, with a taste for the 
by-ways rather than the highways of a great city, 
let him dive into one of those tortuous, fetid, 
narrow, ten-storied streets of the ancient cite 
of Paris, where N6tre Dame uplifts its Gothic 
towers, and the hospital of the H6tel Dieu bathes 
its leprous feet in the polluted waters of the Seine, 
which ought to have been devoted to the exclu- 
sive purpose of dispensing salubrity and purifica- 
tion to the capital,— there, either in the Rue de 
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la Boucherie or de la Huchette, — it matters not 
to give the exact locality, — he will discover a 
retreat, something between the modem shop and 
ancient ichoppcy the front open to the narrow 
street in order to display its rust-bitten contents, 
— viz, heaps, bunches, and trays full of old iron, 
of every form and mould; — old locks, old keys, 
old implements and instruments of every trade 
and calling; — exhibited to the admiration of the 
public with as dainty a spirit of arrangement as 
in the curiosity and virtA shops of the Quai 
Voltaire. This ominous den is presided over in 
proper person by the proprietor — The Red 
Man. 

Fifty years has Balthazar followed the business. 
Fifty years have done their work in imparting to 
his face that copper-coloured complexion; — to 
his hair, beard, whiskers, habiliments, even down 
to his leathern apron, a hue of dingy red, which 
appears engrained into his very nature. The 
walls, the floors, the ceiling of his. dusky habita- 
tion, are red; nay, the very atmosphere he 
breathes is impregnated and coloured by the 
particles of rust thrown off from the ever-sliifting 
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materials of his trade. What with buyings and 
sellings, the time-worn rods and bars, hooks and 
nails, blades and staples, are in perpetual mo- 
tion'. He has always some worn-out pot or caul- 
dron to examine, — some lock, hinge, bolt, or bar, 
to dislocate ; some jack-chain or fetter to unrivet, 
— some trap or springe to pull to pieces. For 
Balthazar is an amateur, as well as a man of 
business. Custom has rendered his rusty occu- 
pation second nature to him. He can breathe 
no other than the ferruginated atmosphere of his 
shop; and the lilacs of the Bois de Romainville, 
or the thorns of the Pres St. Gervais, stink, by 
comparison, in his nostrils. He would rather 
behold some piece of complicated machinery, 
oxided here and there into the rusty hue mark- 
ing it out as likely to become his property, than 
cast his eyes on all the Raphaels of the Louvre, 
— all the Rubenses of the Luxembourg. 

Balthazar has not yet travelled from his shop 
so far as to view those chef-d'oeuvres of modem 
architecture, the Arch of Triumph or the Ma- 
delaine. Of the Museum at Versailles he has 
heard rumours, and the Suspension Bridge has 
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been duly reported to him. But till their iron 
stanchions become rusty, they will acquire no 
nterest in the sight of Balthazar; whose cares 
and enjoyments are bounded within the narrow 
sphere compassed between his den behind the 
Hdtel Dieu, and his sleeping room in the most 
ancient house of the most ancient Rue . St. 
Jacques. He is unluckily too much a man of 
business to be much of a gossip. Nevertheless, 
take the old man at the right moment, when he 
has achieved a lucky bargain, and is making the 
stifling red particles fly around him in clouds, 
while handling some worn-out piece of machinery 
before consigning it to his treasury or appending 
it to a stall-hook of the idioppe, and you may ca- 
jole a world of information out of the Red Man. 
At some such auspicious conjunction of the 
planets, it was our fortune to accost him. Re- 
turning with sickened soul and bewildered eyes 
from the Barriere St Jacques — a spot appointed 
(since the Place de la Greve underwent conse- 
cration by a libation of the blood of heroes) as 
the place of public execution, we had a mind to 
visit N6tre Dame for early mass. Our spirit 
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hungered after the pealing of the organ and the 
music of pure young voices. We longed for the 
murmurs of a requiem ; the tranquillity of a holy 
place; for the security of the sanctuary; for the 
groined roof, the echoing aisle, the word of God, 
the promises of salvation. In such a mood of 
mind, it was our destiny to stumble upon the 
stall of the Red Man ! 

For a moment we fancied that our eyes de- 
ceived us ; that the hue of the blood had attached 
itself to the whole external creation. And pro- 
bably the horror of the impression depicted itself 
in our countenance; for the old man, having 
gazed for a moment in silence, laid down the 
rusty chain he was shaking into form, and hu- 
manely tendered the evangelic offering of a glass 
of water; which was gratefully accepted and swal- 
lowed before we became accurately cognizant of 
our whereabout. 

Under such circumstances, Balthazar's wooden 
chair seemed a luxurious refuge. We were glad 
to sit there, and pour into sympathizing ears the 
confession of our blood-hatred. The old man 
happened to have scruples of his own anent prison 
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discipline and the penitentiary system. He too 
was an eschewer of the punishment of death; 
and as an inhabitant for sixty years of the Quar- 
tier St;. Jacques, resented with much bitterness 
the indignity inflicted upon his parish by the 
transposition of the guillotine. 

Our mind was mutually attuned for horrors ; 
we could talk of nothing but killing, — nothing 
but death. Balthazar had witnessed the execu- 
tion of the monomaniac Papavoine ; and at the 
conclusion of his thrice told narrative of the 
event, suddenly disappeared towards the back 
of his echoppej and having penetrated into one of 
the subterranean recesses containing the choicer 
specimens of his trade, hobbled back to place in 
our hands a rusty complication of iron machinery, 
one portion of which seemed to be formed of 
pieces of bone or ivory. After turning it over 
and over without much enlightenment of our 
ignorance as to its nature and destination, we 
ventured to cast an upward glance of inquiry 
towards the old iron-dealer's face. 

What a study for Rembrandt I The otter-skin 
cap of Balthazar, foxy as his own iron-dyed hair 
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and whiskers, was pulled close upon one eye, 
while the other peered out, bleared and fiery 
from the excitement of its habitual atmosphere, 
with the leathern cheek around puckered into a 
peculiar expression of cunning and exultation. 
His thin lips were compressed, as if waiting the 
irrepressible interrogations of our curiosity ; and 
while he stood leaning against a fascis of jarring 
rods, he rolled unconsciously within his red hands 
a comer of his rusty leathern apron, from which 
the ferruginous particles flew off in volleys. 

" Well, sir?"— said he, at last, tired of our 
perversity of silence. 

" Well, my good friend?" — was all the ques- 
tion we chose to vouchsafe in reply. 

** Why what I have to say," was his somewhat 
more explicit rejoinder, " is, that the Armada- 
armoury of the Tower of London which you have 
been describing to me, contains no choicer in- 
strument of torture than the one you regard so 
carelessly." 

" Instrument of torture ? — Is this piece of rusty 
iroHj then, a relique of the Inquisition?" — was 
our involuntary exclamation. 
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" Not exactly. But you have not examined it* 
You have not observed the artist-like manner in 
which the springs close upon the bones — You do 
not perceive that it is one of the cleverest gins 
ever formed by the cunning of man. — Try to 
extricate the skeleton hand — Try !" 
" The skeleton hand? — the bones?" — 
" Ay ! attempt to liberate them from the 
trap!"— 

And the effort, when made, was, as he had 
announced, unaccomplishable. 

" But do you really mean," was our next in- 
quiry, " that these pieces of bleached bone are, 
in truth, a portion of some human skeleton?" — 
" What else?" — cried the old man, chuckling. 
" It needs no Cuvier to decide the point. Any 
student of anatomy between this and the Jardin 
des Plantes shall teach you as much." — 

The skeleton of a human hand, and inclosed 
in an intricate fetter-lock of rusty iron ! — 

" The bones are diminutive ; the hand must 
surely have been that of a female ?" was the fruit 
of our cogitations upon this ugly instrument of 
barbarity; — "of a female, — probably young, — 
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perhaps beautiful ;^-one who must have lived, or 
rather died, a captive. But where ? — Not, surely, 
in France; — not in gallant, refined, chivalrous 
Paris ? — This curious specimen may have been 
imported from the East, — from Tunis, Tripoli, 
or Fez ?"— 

"No such thing!" interrupted Balthazar. 
" The ironwork does honour to a trusty work- 
man, who must have served his time to a master- 
mechanic of the cite. The hand is that of a 
woman French-bom, — Parisian-bred.^— The vic- 
tim was, in short, one who lived and died almost 
within sight and sound of the very spoj; where we 
are standing." 

" Centuries ago, of course. The times of the 
Fredegondes and Brunehauts have probably le- 
gends of domestic horror to match with the 
crimes of their historical archives." 

" Bah, bah!" cried the old man petulantly. 
" Human nature is the same in all ages and 
countries. Every day — every city — produces 
some monstrous wickedness, secret or discovered, 
arising from the triumphs of ungovemed passion ; 
from hatred, — lustj-^^revenge, — or mere blood- 
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thirstiness. The crime in which this piece of 
ruthless machinery had its rise, was done in my 
own lifetime^ — in a place which I weekly and 
calmly traverse. ITie perpetrator went down to 
the grave, I will not say unpunished, but undis- 
covered. No one pitied the victim, — no one 
cursed the assassin. — The whole story is, and is 
better, buried in oblivion.** 

^^ Impossible, impossible !" we exclaimed, again 
carefully examining the whitened bones and their 
fiendish inclosure. " Since you confess yourself 
acquainted with the origin and destination of 
this mysterious instrument, do not tantalize our 
curiosity." 

«' What avails it to rake up memories of the 
frailties of our fellow-creatures?" — said the Red 
Man, dropping the comer of his leathern apron, 
replacing his cap horizontally over his brows, and 
turning towards a tray of screws and hinges, as if 
provokingly bent on devoting his attention to 
indifferent obj^ects. " Let the dead bury their 
dead ! — 1 was perhaps wrong to speak of the last 
throes of the unhappy wretch Papavoine, whom 
I beheld precipitated into eternity. Yet his life 
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was ^ven for a life) according to the decree of 
the Almighty, according to the laws of the 
land" 

*' The lesson to be imparted by such examples 
were lost," we observed, " were the deed hidden 
behind a curtain. It is for the good of mankind, 
not to gratify an individual craving for retribu- 
tion, that the penalty is paid. No man has a 
right to connive in the concealment of crime." 

<^ Unless when, as in the present instance, 
Time, the universal avenger, hath swallowed up 
the offender and the offence," rejoined Balthazar. 
" All that could be done now in atonement were 
to curse with bell and book the place where the 
crime was perpetrated. And to what avail? — 
You would affix an eternal stigma upon a spot of 
earth, the work of the Almighty's hands, fast by 
his holy house, and sanctified by the daily echoes 
of his holy word." 

" The Parvis de Ndtre Dame I " we exclaimed, 
certain of having now attained the heart of the 
matter. 

" The Parvis de Notre Dame!*' reiterated the 
Red Man, in an affirmative tone. <^ And since 
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you appear so obstinately interested in the sub- 
ject, it may save my time and your own to enter 
at once into explanation. Know, then, that this 
relique came not into my hands in the way of 
traffic. At the epoch of the first revolution, when 
the very name of priest had become abomination 
in the ears of the people, and so many venerable 
servants of the church were arrested and sacri- 
ficed in every part of the kingdom, the greater 
number of the Canons of Nfitre Dame were wise 
enough to seek safety in flight or in concealment. 
One, however, there was, — an aged man, fami- 
liarly and favourably known to the poor of the 
island by the name of Pere Anselme, who dis- 
dained to follow the example of the fashionable 
abbes or beneficed nobles ; and attached beyond 
all power of separation to the old towers and 
aisles of the cathedral, or, as some thought, to 
the little, gloomy, ofiicial habitation wherein, for 
thirty years, he had abided, refused to stir, — sur- 
rendered himself, as it were, to his destinies, — 
and was eventually numbered among the victims 
of the massacre at the prison of L'Abbaye. It 
was on the evening following his arrest that a 
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decrepit mulatto serying-man, attired in shabby 
mourning, entered my ^ckoppe, entreating my 
assistance in opening the springs of the fetter- 
lock in question, one end of which was still at- 
tached to a chain and staple, which had evidently 
been wrenched by force from a stone wall. Vain, 
however, were the utmost endeavours of my skill ; 
the cunning of the springs effectually defied my 
artificership ; and having rendered it back to the 
old man to be re-enveloped in the cloth in which 
he had transported it to my dwelling, I could 
not forbear an inquisitive remark or two con- 
cerning the mysterious task he had sought to 
impose upon me, and the inexplicable nature 
of the instrument. 

^^ He shook his head mournfully in reply ; but 
at length admitted that the trap was connected 
with certain family secrets, which he was desirous 
of screening from the scrutiny of the National 
officers in a house to which, that morning, the 
seals of office had been affixed. 

" * It required some exertion of strength, as 
you may perceive,' said the poor old mulatto, 
opening his shrivelled hands and displaying the 
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mangled palms, < to wrench the staple from the 
walL Thank Heaven, however, I succeeded: 
and all that now remains for me to accomplish is 
to unclose the springs, — consign these wretched 
bones to consecrated earth, and this wicked in* 
strument to the furnace ; — that so may finish all 
memory of one of the cruellest deeds darkening 
the history of human kind.' 

*< Smitten with an interest in the business, 
almost equal to that you now evince, I instantly 
proffered a renewal of my efforts in so pious a 
cause ; and promised, if the lock could be left in 
my possession, to apply the whole of my leisure 
to the task. Christophers first impulse was a 
decided negative to this proposal; but, on con* 
sideration, he admitted that the trap would be 
safer from observation in my hands than in his 
own, and having extorted from me a promise of 
secrecy, he departed with the intention of return- 
ing in the course of a week. Many weeks elapsed, 
however, before 1 saw the mulatto again ; and 
when he once more entered the shop, I could 
scarcely bring to remembrance my former visiter. 
He was so worn, so wasted, so tremulous, so 
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fearful, that I bad scarcely courage to refer to 
the pamful secret by which we had been origin- 
ally brought into collision. But Christophe was 
the first to recur to the fetter-lock ; and after a 
vehement burst of almost childish tears, admitted 
that the great motive for secrecy was now at an 
end. ^ God has avenged all — God, in his own 
good time, has poured down retribution!' was 
his reiterated exclamation. < My poor old master 
was butchered in the massacre of the 2nd of Sep- 
tember. All is over I — I have nothing now to 
care for! — Let those come and see who list! 
My own days are numbered : — to others lie the 
accomplishment of my task, — to you. Sir, if it be 
the will of Heaven, the expiatory deed of opening 
this fatal springe, and consigning the bones of 
Lucille to hallowed ground ! ' 

" Touched by the helplessness of his grief, no 
less than by the fidelity of his attachment, I un- 
dertook to fulfil, as far as my powers might avail, 
the task proposed; and in the process of another 
week's acquaintance with old Christophe (the last 
week of his mortal existence), derived from his 
lips the particulars of a family history of un- 
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equalled interest and horror connected with the 
lock. You seem at leisure to listen ; — hear, hear 
and moralize upon the tale. 

" Anselme Lanoue, Sir, was the only son of re- 
spectable parents, occupying a small property in 
the neighbourhood of St. Etienne; destined from 
his infancy to follow in their footsteps as the un- 
aspiring cultivator of his paternal estate. But 
having at a very early age, distinguished himself 
at the Lycee of St. Etienne by a remarkable pro- 
ficiency in mathematics, and, at his leisiure hours, 
by a singular tendency to mechanical pursuits, 
the proprietor of one of the chief engine-foundries 
in the country, a distant kinsman of Madame 
Lanoue, persuaded his father and mother to bind 
the boy in apprenticeship to a calling for which 
he evinced so marked a vocation, and which af- 
forded such auspicious prospects of future for- 
tune. Anselme accordingly became an engi- 
neer, and soon confirmed the prognostications of 
his new master by striking out various improve- 
ments and inventions of high account. At three 
and twenty, he had achieved the post of chief 
engineer in the establishment ; and at eight-and- 
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twenty was not only a partner, but the affianced 
husband of his master's daughter. His parents 
did not survive to witness the consummation of 
his prosperity. Both were already in the grave, 
and Anselme's patrimony disposed of to augment 
the capital of his thriving trade. 

^^ Nothing now remained for him to desire. 
Lucile Moronval was a lovely girl of eighteen, 
whom he had fondly watched from childhood, 
with a gradually increasing hope of being en- 
abled, at some future time, to aspire to her hand; 
and although it was whispered among the com- 
mercial coteries, that she had for some time tes- 
tified considerable repugnance to the marriage 
arranged for her by her parents, on the grounds 
that Anselme, in spite of his enlightenment and 
high moral principles, was of a silent, stem, jea- 
lous, and morose disposition, mistrustful in his 
temper and sullen in his deportment, — all was 
finally reconciled ; and ere the bride had attained 
her nineteenth year, they were settled as man 
and wife in a pleasant house in the suburbs of St 
Etienne, the dwelling attached to the foundry 
being supposed disadvantageously situated for 
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the health of the young matron. Lanoue seemed 
indeed to derive double happiness when estab* 
lished in his cheerful home at the close of his 
labours of the day, from the circumstance of their 
temporary separation. Lucile had household 
cares to occupy her time in the interim, and at 
the close of the first year of their marriage had a 
pretty little Lucile of her own to display to her 
husband and father on his return from the 
foundry. 

^^ Still it was remarked by the same prying 
gossips who had been the first to notice her dis* 
inclination to become the wife of Anselme, that 
after the first few months of her motherly tri- 
umph, Madame Lanoue appeared to take little 
pleasure in her child. She grew dispirited, in- 
different, negligent in her person and household; 
and the more her husband evinced his discontent 
at these changes in her deportment, the more 
her spirits were depressed. Some of her neigh- 
bours were prompt to attribute the mischief to 
the arrival of a young cousin, a certain Clement 
Manoury, who had been the companion of 
Lucile's early years, and for some time past de- 
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tained by the arrangement of his family afiairs in 
the island of Martinique. It was even said that 
her kinsman had returned with the intention of 
claiming her hand; and that Lanoue, on dis- 
covering his abortive pretensions, had forbidden 
Clement the house, insisting on a rupture of the 
family connexion. 

" Certain it was that the door of Anselme was 
closed upon his supposed rival ; and certain also 
it was said to be, that Lanoue, who had hitherto 
contented himself with returning home at the 
close of his da/s labours to his evening meal, 
was now frequently seen traversing the town from 
his foundry at the river-side to his cheerful habi- 
tation in the suburbs, with hurried step and 
gloomy countenance, at various unaccustomed 
periods of the day. Those who were busiest on 
the watch, managed to ascertain that he had, at 
different times, broken in suddenly on the soli- 
tude of Lucile — ^but, happily, only to find it soli- 
tude. Nothing transpired to justify his suspi- 
cions, but nothing seemed to pacify the disturb- 
ance of his mind. 

" Often does a husband or wife possess confir- 
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tnafion strong of fickleness or infidelity, ivhich 
less interested persons account as nothing; — 
symptoms of coldness, of estrangement, of loath- 
ing in moments once devoted to endearment — 
tears where smiles should be, or smiles of scorn 
instead of the playful self-abandonment sanc- 
tioned by reciprocal tenderness. And Anselme 
had good reason to see that he was no longer be- 
loved. Had he not, therefore, reason to suspect 
that another had superseded him in the a£Pections 
of his wife ? — 

" He did at least suspect it, and the suspicion 
maddened him. He read it in the averted eye, 
the quivering lip, the hand withdrawn from his 
own ; and when at length he gathered from his 
wife that he was about again to become a father, 
the admission, instead of filling his heart with 
the rapture which had preceded the birth of little 
Lucile, struck him with disgust. Perplexed in 
the extreme by the agonizing misgivings which 
had taken possession of his mind, he soon became 
brutal, wild, ungovernable in his exasperation 
against his unhappy victim. Yet strange enough 
it was that Lucile never resented his violence ; — 
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never appealed to her neighbours' compassion or 
her father's protection. She suffered all in si- 
lence ; — too mild to murmur, too gentle to resist. 
It was even hinted that harsh words had been 
followed by hard blows; yet still the humbled 
creature uttered not a syllable of complaint ! — 

^' At length the time was accomplished, and 
Madame Lanoue brought forth a son. Her 
father eagerly desired that it might be named 
< Anselme/ after her husband ; and Lanoue 
stood eagerly waiting in the hope that Lucile 
would second the request. But amid all her ex- 
haustion and debility, the young mother found 
strength to implore that her father, who was to 
be its Christian sponsor, would bestow his own 
name on the infant; and that name happened, 
unluckily, to be no other than * Clement!' — 
From that moment it was a fe^ful sight to watch 
the glances cast by Lanoue upon his unwelcome 
offspring. — 

« Not long, however, did Lucile find courage 
to encounter the concentrated wrath of the now 
desperate man ; and exactly five weeks after her 
confinement, she disappeared from St Etienne. 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE RED MAN. 291 

One evening, on returning from the foundry, 
Anselme found his little home abandoned — the 
cradle empty — the nurse dismissed; — while a 
few lines, in the hand-writing of Lucile, ac- 
quainted him that he would see her face no more, 
and that his little daughter was deposited with 
her former nurse, at a village two leagues dis- 
tance from Lyons ; — for tluxt child, at least, was 
his own. 

"By this fatal announcement the miserable 
truth became manifest to the world. Anselme 
was pardoned his former mistrust, his previous 
jealousy, when it was seen that Madame Lanoue 
had eloped with the object of her early attach- 
ment, and embarked for Martinique ; — ^that her 
father's name and her husband's roof were dis- 
honoured ; — that Lucile was an adultress ! 

"Poor old Moron val ! — He had not long to 
support his load of obloquy, or the consciousness 
that his daughter's former declamtions of attach- 
ment to another ought to have prevented him 
from interposing his parental authority to com- 
plete her union with Anselme Lanoue : but died 
repentant and self-accusing, driven to despair by 
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the accusations of his indignant son-in-law. And 
thus, freed from all engagements and bereft of 
almost every tie to life, Anselme grew weary of 
his former haunts, his former avocations; and 
resolved to dispoSte of the foundry, and seek hap- 
piness in some province where his name and mis- 
fortunes did not serve to point him out to public 
notice. It was expected that his child would 
bear him company ; but having visited the little 
girl shortly after the disappearance-'of his wife, 
the unhappy man discerned or fancied he dis- 
cerned some resemblance to her kinsman Ma- 
noury in the countenance of the infant Lucile ; 
and thenceforward resolved to exclude it from 
his home. A liberal annuity was accordingly 
settled upon the nurse; — it was arranged that 
Lucile should be reard as her own ; — and Lanoue 
became a Cain and a wanderer ! — 

" From that period, all trace of the once thriv- 
ing engineer was lost at St. Etienne. Rumours 
prevailed that he had entered into the ecclesias- 
tical state, that he was even a member of the 
fraternity of La Trappe ; while a fellow-towns- 
man, who happened to have business in the West 
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Indies, protested that he had. seen Anselme 
Lanoue fulfilling the duties of a liiissionary in 
the island of Martinique. The lapse of a dozen 
years, however, tended to obliterate all curiosity 
respecting him or his movements. — His very 
name came to be forgotten at St. Etienne ; and 
little Lucile, reared in all the simplicity of a 
Lyonnese farmer's daughter, began to think of 
her unknown father as numbered with the dead. 
*^ Scarcely, however, had she attained her 
fifikeenth year, when there arrived at the village 
a priest of severe but venerable aspect, who pro- 
ceeded to exhibit to Manette and her husband 
the necessary proofs empowering him to claim 
the guardianship of Lucile Lanoue. — For many 
hoiurs was the stranger closeted with the afflicted 
couple ; who, at the close of the conference, an- 
nounced him to their charge as her uncle and 
future protector. Lucile, who had hitherto con- 
sidered her father an only son, and her mother 
an only daughter, could by no means reconcile 
herself to this unlooked-for tie of consanguinity. 
But Manette satisfied her beloved nursling that 
so it was, and was to be; —that her only chance 
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of happiness lay in unlimited submission to the 
will of her new uncle, with whom she was to re- 
side in Paris, where he enjoyed a small benefice 
under the metropolitan see ; and who, though a 
stem man and reserved, regarded her with the 
tenderest affection. Nothing remained but to 
submit; and Lucile, still bewildered by the 
sudden transition in her destinies^ bad adieu to 
her native province, and accompanied her uncle 
to nis gloomy abode in the Parvis Ndtre Dame. 

^* For many months, the gay-hearted and 
bright-eyed girl found little in her new home to 
replace the simple occupations and affectionate 
tending of her childhood. Waited upon by a 
decrepit mulatto servant, who seemed to regard 
her as an intruder, immured from the sunshine 
and the free range of nature, she became weary 
of life, even unto the utmost heart-sickness of 
weariness. But in course of time, the studies 
to which her uncle began to claim her attention 
acquired interest in her eyes. She was taught 
new languages, — sciences hitherto undreamed 
of. — The page of history unrolled its wonders to 
her eyes — the mysteries of nature unfolded their 
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miracles to her comprehension. The gentle 
mind of Lucile became £Eiscinated by her uncle's 
lessons of wisdom. She had long listened with 
reverence to his exhortations from the pulpit; 
she now began to admit the extent of his attrac- 
tions as a companion, the value of his regard as 
a friend and monitor. 

<< There was but one point on which his lessons 
were distasteful. It struck her that the stem 
ascetic insisted too often and too strongly on the 
virtue of chastity ; and the pure mind of Lucile 
revolted from the frequency of a chaise she 
deemed superfluous. Pere Anselme persisted 
in warning her against unclean thoughts, when 
her soul was spotless as that of a nun ; and in- 
veighed against the attraction of temptations 
which to ker were foul and offensive. He 
seemed, in fact, to invest the whole force of 
female excellence in a virtue which to Lucile 
appeared a necessary and spontaneous obliga- 
tion ; for the white rose in its first expansion of 
purity, was not more spotless than Lucile La- 
none ! — 

<< At lengthy she revolted against these itera- 
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dons of his daily sennon. — <You talk to me, 
dear uncle,' said she, ^ of crimes that enter not 
into my apprehension. What pleasure can you 
suppose me to find in seeking after books, 
images, ideas, expressions of an immodest na- 
ture? What sense of enjoyment can possibly 
attach itself to things which bring a blush to the 
cheek, and confusion to the heart?' — 

"* Nevertheless, beware!* rejoined the stem 
pastor. ^ Circumstances may arise to invest with 
unknown charms these very accessories of evil. 
And remember, Lucile, — remember, my niece, 
— remember, my beloved child, — that sooner 
than see thee yield to the backslidings by which 
so many of thy sex sink into the gulph of per- 
dition, I would tear thee limb from limb, — be- 
hold thee perish inch by inch, — and minute by 
minute. The soul of woman is the brightest 
emanation of the eternal fountain of light and 
life. But the smallest blembh upon its spot- 
lessness, and corruption and utter darkness en- 
sue ! Either thou must be as the angels of 
Heaven, secure from the influence of every 
grosser passion, or fall under the domination of 
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the worst, and become a thing for men to trample 
on and fiends to scoff at. — Half the mischiefs, 
half the crimes of this world of woe, are pro- 
duced by the levity of woman I — And though I 
love thee, Lucile, — love thee with a yearning 
spirit of tenderness, greater than can be dreamed 
of by the imagining of thy young experience, — 
know, that should a day of contamination come, 
thou must look to find in me a ruthless judge, 
— a stone-hearted executioner. There would 
be no mercy in my soul for an offence of thine.' 
^^ Harsh as were these denunciations, they 
sounded more like the ravings of fanaticism, 
than the remonstrances of a spiritual teacher, in 
the ears of Lucile. She had no power to attach 
them to a foregone conclusion, or even to the 
shadowing forth of future evil. Even when, about 
a year after the first outpouring of the strenu- 
ous exhortations of Pere Anselme, she became 
acquainted with the brilliant aid-de-camp of the 
King of France, who was charged to command 
a solemn service of Te Deum at the metropo- 
litan cathedral oii occasion of the birth of a 
Dauphin^ and the young and handsome Count 
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de ValeD9ay contrived shortly afterwards to en* 
tangle her in a secret correspondence, Lucile 
saw no occasion to connect the honourable 
expressions of attachment of her impassioned 
admirer with the prohibitions of her uncle ! 

" Valen^ay beheld in the bright cynosure of 
the Parvis Ndtre Dame the nominal niece of a 
hypocritical abbe, and far too fair a creature to 
be consigned to so ignoble and degrading a 
destiny; while Lucile beheld in Valen9ay her 
future husband, and the noblest and most cap* 
tivating of mankind. They stood relatively in a 
false position. Mademoiselle Lanoue was too 
much afraid of the harsh interpretation of her 
uncle to disobey her lover's injunctions by ac- 
quainting the old man with the secret of their 
engagement. She dared not even involve in her 
confidence the old mulatto servant, Christophe, 
lest at any time he might be induced to betray 
them to the animadversions of Pere Anselme. 

** Time passed. It is needless, and would be 
painful to relate how often, during her uncle's 
discharge of his official duties, Lucile managed 
to escape from her gloomy home, and accom- 
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pany her noble admirer on expeditions to the 
heights of Romainville, or the unfrequented 
banks of the Mame ; — to evening promenades 
in the Royal Gardens, to obscure spots and 
secret resorts^ even she scarcely knew where, — It 
was in vain she implored Valen^a/s permission 
to acquaint her guardian with their engage- 
mentSy and at length with the union they had 
secretly contracted. — The count pleaded the 
opposition of his family — the resentment of the 
king; — and Lucile felt too happy in the homage, 
— the tender affection of the man she deemed 
her husband, to investigate the motives of his 
evasions. 

^* It chanced that, while these mysteries were 
proceeding unsuspected in the quiet household 
of the canon of Ndtre Dame, Pere Anselme 
was requested by one of the ministrants of the 
church of St Sulpice. to undertake for a few 
days the clerical charge for which he was in- 
capacitated by sudden and severe indisposition. 
The active priest, rejoicing in an opportunity of 
augmenting the sum of duties which he had 
adopted as a sort of expiation, — a species of 
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mysterious atonement, — readily complied: and 
thus, for several days, Lucile was left more than 
ever at liberty to pursue her favourite avoca- 
tions, and cement her rash connections; little 
apprehending the consequences of her uncle's ex- 
official occupation. Nay, little indeed did Pere 
Anselme himself anticipate, when he entered 
the confessional of his unaccustomed church, to 
how painful an exercise of his priestly functions 
he was about to be submitted. — 

" For behold there came to his judgment- 
seat a young noble of the court of the Trianon, 
an associate of the Lauzuns and Polignacs, who, 
engaged in a duel of deadly provocation, had 
chosen to address himself to a strange confessor 
for a remission of his mortal sins. Count Va- 
len^ay admitted himself to be every way an 
offender;— intemperate, debauched, a gambler, 
a seducer of innocence; and among other crimes 
which he charged against himself, was a pre- 
tended, marriage with a pretended niece of a 
canon of Notre Dame ; for whom he admitted 
the utmost violence of a criminal attachment. 

*( < Lucile is about to become a mother,' said 
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he, in the unreservedness of confession; *and 
her child will become fatherless, and herself a 
castaway, should I fall to-morrow. — Am I to be 
forgiven ?' 

" Pere Anselme wrung his hands and sobbed 
aloud at this declaration ; while Valen^ay, attri- 
buting the good man's despair to the unction of 
his zeal, implored his intercessions with Heaven 
for the more than widow who was about to be 
left to the evil-dealing of a cruel world. He 
demanded also absolution, and Pere Anselme 
trembled while he pronounced the words of 
grace. He had not, indeed, so trembled since 
the day when he first learned the elopement of 
his wife with Clement Manoury of Martinique ! 

" That night, on his return home, Christophe 
the mulatto received orders from his master to 
light the fire of a small furnace erected at one 
end of the little garden attached to the canon's 
house; where, during the winter days, he was 
wont to amuse himself by the exercise of his 
skill in smithery, such as the manufacture of 
curious locks and safety-bolts, which he caused 
to be sold for the benefit of the poor. During 
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the sQimner, he usually devoted his leisure to 
other pursuits ; and what might be the cause of 
his selecting a fine midsummer night for the 
renewal of his occupation, no one could guess. 
Till morning, however, the bellows of the forge 
were heard in operation, and then, instead of 
retiring to rest after his unaccountable exertions, 
Pere Anselme went forth to his daily duties, 
having charged his domestics with certain house- 
hold services to be performed during his absence, 
and taken with him the key of the house- 
door, in order to enforce the commands he 
had already issued, that none should pass the 
threshold during his absence. He desired also 
that the morning and evening meals of Lucile 
might be served to her as usual; nor did he 
return at night till his daughter had retired to 
rest. But there was nothing in all this to occa- 
sion surprise to Lucile. Her thoughts indeed 
were otherwise engrossed; and had they been 
free for cogitation, she knew that the tune of the 
canon was just then doubly engaged with the 
duties of his brother cure. 

" iShe was wrapt in sleep when, at midnight, 
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he re-entered the house ; a sleep so heavy, that 
she observed not an unusual sound in an unin- 
habited chamber on the opposite side of the 
corridor from her own, the walls of which abutted 
against those of a public hospital. Heavy, ay, 
heavy indeed must those slumbers have been, 
that heard not stones displaced and replaced,— 
the blows of the heavy mallet, — the smart strokes 
of the sledge hammer, — ^which so strangely dis- 
turbed the rest of the old mulatto. 

" On the morrow, at an early hour, a hired 
berline stood at the Canon's door ; and when the 
lovely but pale and wan Lucile made her appear- 
ance at the breakfast-table, the Canon bid her 
with a grim smile prepare for a holiday. To- 
gether they ascended the carriage ; but her eager 
inquiries could obtain no clue to their desti- 
nation. 

" * Be satisfied,' replied Anselme in a hoarse 
voice. * You will discover anon. I have secured 
to you a day of pleasure.' 

" At length she perceived that they had passed 
the barriers of the city, and were ascending the 
heights of Charonne. — In another minute's space 
they were following a splendid funeral procession. 
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that took its way towards the cemetery of Mont- 
Louis. The hearse was covered with gorgeous 
escutcheons, — ^the noblest armorial bearings of 
ancient France graced the long train of carriages 
following the dead; — and as tlie cortege stopped 
at the gates of the cemetery, Lucile perceived 
that a sword and belt, a coronet and cushion, 
were placed upon the coffin. 

" Involuntarily she gave vent to expressions of 
interest, as with a pale face she gazed upon the 
solemn scene; — involuntarily evinced her cu- 
riosity as to the name of the hero about to be 
consigned to the dust. She addressed herself to 
her uncle ; but Pere Anselme was reciting aloud 
his prayers for the dead, whom the priests, with 
their crosses and banners, had come forth to 
welcome to the grave. Their driver now pre- 
pared to let down the steps, having received 
previous orders from the Canon. 

" < Whose obsequies are these?' inquired Lu- 
cile, with faltering accents, as she prepared to 
place her foot on the step. 

" ' 'Tis the burial of the young Count Valenijay, 
Aide-de-Camp to his Majesty, who fell yesterday 
in a duel at Montrouge,' replied the man in a 
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careless tone. ^ He was the only son of his 
mother^ and she was a widow. Yet 'tis said that 
he hazarded his life in a drunken quarrel for a 
worthless actress.' 

" He spoke to unheedful ears ; — Lucile lay 
senseless at the bottom of the carriage ; and when 
the miserable girl recovered her powers of recol- 
lection, she found herself in a strange room, 
chained by her right hand to a bare wall, a loaf 
of bread, a vessel of water, and a missal, lying by 
her side. Even then, she neither heard, nor saw, 
nor felt distinctly. Strange words sounded iii 
her ears. A figure which she deemed to be that 
of her uncle stalked before her ; proclaiming 
himself her father, and addressing her in oppro- 
brious terms, and with fearful denunciations that 
fell meaningless upon her heart. Yet the accu- 
sations were full, too full of truth ; and the in- 
vectives with which he accosted the dying girl 
were such as defile the ears of the lowest of her 
fallen sex. 

" * True child of an abandoned mother ! ' cried 
he — * of a mother who deserted thy cradle for the 
arms of a paramour, — of a mother whom I aban- 
doned all ties of nature and country to punish as 
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she deserved, — thy doom is decreed I — I fore- 
warned her^ yet she fell!-— I told her that so 
surely as she dared to outrage her vows of matron 
chastity, the hand of my vengeance shooM be 
heavy on her;— that her blood should floi^ drop 
by drop, in atonement for her sin. And so it 
did, — and I beheld it, — and was content ! — Then 
returned I to Europe, in the hope that the sor- 
rows of my youth might be compensated by a 
tranquil old age, passed in the bosom of my child. 
And thou, too, Lucile, did I forewarn ! — I ven- 
tured not to assume over thee a father's authority, 
lest peradventure the babbling of those who sur- 
rounded thy chilhood should have described him 
to thee as harsh and intemperate. But as a near 
kinsman,— as a spiritual teacher, — my voice was 
loud in thine ears, with exhortations against the 
evil promptings of the salt blood of thy mother 
flowing in thy veins. Yet thou hast fallen, and 
the ruin of my house is accomplished, — my last 
hope withered, — my last joy defiled ! Out on 
thee, castaway,— out on thee ! — For thee, even 
for thee, shall there be no mercy — ^no ear of pity 
for thy bewailing — no heart of flesh for thine 
anguish. My own hand, a father's hand, forged 
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the snares that hold thee fast; and now will I feast 
mine eyes on the sufferings of thy penance. — 
Despair and die r 

** To these outrages Lueile had no other reply 
than the name of him whom she believed to have 
been her husband. To die was all that she 
desired. But despair she could not, — for she 
trusted that death would reunite her to the object 
of her soul's affections. Her mind was at times 
perturbed, at times lucid; but of her peculiar 
jeopardy she knew and could comprehend no- 
thing. It was all a miserable confusion of suf- 
fering,— of terror— of darkness — of desperation ! 

" At length came the appointed hour— the 
hour of a mother's agony ; and all night the 
lonely creature writhed and struggled with her 
pain, her miserable right hand still fettered 
within the master-bolt; but towards morning her 
moans grew fainter, and the feeble wail of a new- 
born child was added to the sound. Lueile was 
still alive when her father entered the room, and 
her dying eyes re-opened in fearful dilation oiily 
to witness the paroxysm of disgust with which he 
crushed into nothingness the tender frame of 
that offspring of shame I 
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^* It was well, perhaps, the miserable babe 
should die, — for already it was an orphan ! 

<* "^rhat night, Anselme Lanoue watched be- 
side the dead ; — the young mother with her little 
infant laid upon her arm, and a bloody cloth 
enveloping the right hand of the corpse ! When 
placed in her coffin, and the bier brought forth 
from that hateful chamber, the Canon of Ndtre 
Dame closed its door for ever, that no one might 
look upon the mangled hand still fixed within 
the manacle left hanging to the wall ; and it was 
Christophe, the mulatto, who, on the apprehen- 
sion of the old priest, nearly twenty years after the 
fatal catastrophe, bethought him of the mysteries 
to be revealed in that deserted room, and found 
strength to wrench the staple from the stones. 

'^Look upon it again!" said Balthazar, re- 
placing the terrible relique in our band, at the 
close of his narrative; ^'and tell me whether 
your country contains a more fearful testimonial 
of the ascendancy of ungovernable passion?" 
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" Tell you a story? — About whom — or what? 
— It is true I have seen as much of the world as 
most people, — whether by the world you under- 
stand nature or human nature. But, somehow or 
other, I seem to have wanted the gift of observa- 
tion ; for never has it fallen to my lot to run my 
head agcdnst a picturesque robber in a wood, or an 
interesting swindler in a city : — The blackguards 
with whom I have been involved in adventures, 
being all sneaking fellows of small account, not fit 
to figure in the poorest of melodramas. Nor was 
it ever my luck to travel, per coach or mail, inside 
or out, with anything sufficiently above or below 
my own condition of life, to become the hero or 
heroine of a romance* 

" Nevertheless, I remember, once when I was 
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collecting-clerk to the furnaces of old Coquerel, in 
the neighbourhood of Liege, hearing the merry 
laughs and songs of the lads and lasses in the mea- 
dows, when they were getting in their after-grass 
by moonlight, near Battices, in the Netherlands ; 
and, for the life and soul of me, I could not per- 
suade myself but what the good people were at 
work doing an ill turn to the farmer, by destroying 
at night what his men had completed by day. No 
such thing, however, — 'twas nothing but the farm- 
folks working double-tide, by the light of a moon 
that might have served a nun to thread her needle 
by, for embroidering a mantle of point lace for the 
Blessed Virgin of Liesse. 

" It was on that self-same night, that I met with 
something which, for the want of a better, I shall 
call an adventure. I had been making a circuit of 
the country for Coquerel's house, visiting Namur, 
Luxembourg, Cologne, Aix-la-Chapelle, and divers 
other places of traffic ; and was to finish, before I 
returned to business at Liege, by giving up my 
accounts to old Coquerel, who was residing at his 
favourite country house at Spa. It was a fine 
moonlight night, as I have already told you ; and I 
was trotting briskly along the high road, on a steady 
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old beast of a Mecklenburg mare, which at thir- 
teen years was as fresh as a four-year-old. The 
heats of a sultry August day had brought out all 
those fragrant country . smells which we city-bred 
people think so much finer than the finest of per- 
fumes ; and the road lay for a mile or two through 
a wildish sort of wood, where the spiciness of the 
resinous fir trees, and the astringent scent of the 
weeping birch, and here and there a gush of over- 
powering sweetness from a thicket of wild honey- 
suckle, filled the air with wholesome perfume. 
Then there was the yellow broom, somewhat sickly 
in its odour, but soon overpowered by the aromatic 
vapour of the juniper plants, crushed by the hoofs 
of my mare, as I indulged the old jade with an oc- 
casional canter on the strip of turf skirting between 
the coppice and the road. 

" I was guiding her somewhat more cannily 
among certain dikes which intersected the grass 
ground just at the extremity of the road, when, 
lifting my eyes from the ground, which I had been 
carefully examining for the sake of my nag, I per- 
ceived, on one side the road, a few hundred paces 
before me, one of those stone shrines or chapels so 
common in the Netherlands ; in a great portion of 
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which the influence of the bigoted Austrian govern- 
ment of other times may still be traced. I may be 
wrong in my views on that subject; but, wherever 
I have met with those simple shrines in a country, 
— those spots of holy ground amid the vines, the 
woods, and the corn-fields, — I have found the pea- 
santry the better for it. The husbandman's is, we 
all know, a life of early labour. He must be astir 
while the dew is on the grass. The shepherd must 
lead his flock betimes to the pastures, and the 
reaper must stand, sickle in hand, before lark or 
grasshopper begin their song. Theirs is not the 
life of those who kneel down at leisure, like a lord, 
— (though, in spite of leisure, velvet hassocks, and 
gilt psalm-books, 1 am afraid even lords themselves 
are sometimes hurried in their devotions ;) and 'tis 
a happy thing for the hinds, in the pauses of their 
toil, to find the image they regard as holiest of holies, 
standing beside them, under the great glorious 
canopy of heaven, inviting them to say a grateful 
prayer, or to breathe an intercession to the Almighty 
for a continuance of his mercies. 

** Well, useful or useless, therCi as I said before, 
stood one of those little shrines ; — a sort of stone 
alcove which glimmered white as marble in the 
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moonlight, sheltering what they call, in Papist 
countries, a Calvary; — that is, the Saviour on his 
Cross, and the three Maries at its foot ; and, round 
the head of Christ, a garland of fresh vine-leaves, 
or hop-leaves, or ivy, according to the productions 
of the neighbourhood. 

As I passed, my eyes glanced towards the Calvary, 
for a beautiful effect of light and shade was pro- 
duced on die kneeling figures of the Virgin and 
Mary Magdalen, by the moonbeams streaming full 
upon them, while the Cross itself remained deep in 
the shadow of the alcove. But, behold! just as I 
was about to resume the burthen of the song with 
which I had been cheering my way, the sight of 
this sacred object warned me that I was upon holy 
ground ; and lo ! I fancied that a dark object, close 
on the northward side of the shrine, (which at first 
1 had mistaken for the withered stump of a tree, 
such as one often sees beside similar. monuments, 
outlasting the verdant shade under which they were 
originally erected, and the remains of which have 
acquired too much sanctity from such neighbourhood 
ever to be rooted up,) was the crouching figure of 
some living thing ! I have admitted that I am no 
robber-finder. Habituated to both the highways 
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and byways of foreign countries and my own, I 
never yet hit upon a highwayman — no ! — not even 
on a simple footpad. But this time, said I to 
myself, * I have him I' or, to have better expressed 
my thoughts, I might perhaps have phrased it, * He 
has mel^ The pocket book snugly deposited in 
the bosom of my waistcoat, containing notes and 
bills of larger amount than Coquerel would have 
cared to lose, or than I should have cared to ac- 
count for to his cashier, began to grow as trouble- 
some to me as a certain magic book to a certain 
moss-trooper, whom I have read of in one of Sir 
Walter's stirring stories, prose or verse. I made 
up my mind, in short, — the lonesomeness of the 
place considered, — that I was about to be called 
upon to render an account of my clerkship to some 
fellow nowise entitled to claim the balance at my 
hands. I forget whether I grew hot or cold — 
whether I stood upright in my stirrups, or whether 
my hair stood upright on rny head — and no great 
matter. Only, I observe that, whenever story- 
tellers protest they were frightened out of their wits, 
they seemed to have retained exactly wit enough 
to note every beat of their pulse, and how the owls 
shrieked an<l the crickets cried. Leaving them to 
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account for their presence of mind, I own / had so 
thoroughly prepared myself for a rattling blow 
about the ears with a cudgel, or the whistling of a 
bullet, that I was scarcely less surprised than pleased 
to find myself trotting on as safely a hundred paces 
after as a hundred paces before I reached the little 
chapel. What I said to myself then I shall not 
repeat ; for my words were complimentary neither 
to my courage, nor my understanding ; but, as there 
was no one at hand to gainsay the epithets be- 
stowed, I thought it right to assure myself that I 
certainly had seen something; and that, if neither 
the trunk of a tree nor of a brigand, it might be 
Satan in proper person, 

"Now, if I acknowledge myself to have had 
small personal intercourse with those who have 
been called clerks of Old Nick, still less have I 
to boast of with their master. I have read Tam 
O'Shanter till I almost regretted this; and, on the 
present occasion, a sort of dare-devil, gallop-by- 
moonlight spirit came over me, — the species of 
heroism that sometimes grows out of fear. As the 
aforesaid notion accordingly flashed into my mind, 
I turned the mare's head so much more suddenly 
than was my wont, that the old lady began to 
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testify, by diyers snortings and wincings, her disap-* 
probation of my change of movements; and seemed 
as determined to go on as I to go back. 

" *Is it even so ?' thought I, overmastering her 
obstinacy without much effort * 'Tis a well-known 
thing that dumb beasts have a quicker instinct of 
such matters than the human kind. Katchen is, 
no doubt, aware that we are in a bad neighbour- 
hood. Yet, so near the Calvary? — Impossible ! — 
Well, 'twill be no great trouble to set my doubts at 
rest.* 

<< I was proceeding at a foot's pace. The shrine 
lay before me, now, to the right of the road, with 
its little screen of abele trees dose behind; rustling 
(foolish, fluttering things !) with even so little of a 
breeze as the soft night air of an August night 
Up went the ears of Katchen, as she started and 
stood listening ! — What did the old mare hear be- 
sides the shivering leaves of the white poplar trees ? 
A woful, wailing cry, like the voice of an in&nt^ 
and, a moment afterwards, that gentle soothing 
which no voice but a woman's, and few voices but 
a mother's, can administer in reply ! — Take it for 
granted that, whatever Katchen might be, / was 
not much daunted by such music. I made up to 
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the old ahrine, without a moment remembering 
that Satan is said to invest himself in whatsoever 
shapes or sounds he may prefer; and, dismounting 
as I reached it, soon realized my supposition that 
a woman and a babe were resting themselves be- 
side it on a bank of turf. The woman was on her 
knees — the babe nestling in her bosom. 

" « Can I be of any service to you ?' said I, per- 
ceiving, from the linen cloak with the hood drawn 
over her head, that I was addressing one of the 
peasants of the country. 

" « No one can be of service to me !' sobbed a 
voice under the hood — ^ no one but them ! ' she con- 
tinued, raising her head towards the sacred images 
to whom she had been addressing her supplications. 
^ But I have prayed and prayed, and they will not 
give ear to me. Sinner must I be, since they suffer 
me to be thus heavily afflicted.' 

" I could not but recal to the half-frantic wQman 
that well-known text which assures us that the 
chastisements of God are dealt heaviest on those 
whom best He loves; and the poor woman would 
fain have replied, but the child, startled, perhaps 
by a strange voice, set up so piercing a shriek, that 
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all her efforts were now directed to the task of 
appeasing its terror. 

"^s the child ill?' said I. 

" * 111 and hungry, — ill and famished!^ sobbed 
the poor mother. « We shall perish here by the 
way ; and ke will never know what we have borne 
for him, and that I died as I lived, for his sake.' 

" With the < he' and * him' of the stranger's dole- 
ful ejaculation, myself had nought to do. Husband 
or lover, to me it nothing mattered. But what was 
to be done for the two poor helpless creatures 
drooping for want of sustenance in that strange 
place, at that strange hour? 

" ' I have not food to give you,' said I, as soon 
as the screamings of the poor infant were pacified; 
* I have only money, which is of no immediate 
avail.' But, as I was proceeding in my explana- 
tions, I saw that the woman was now in a half- 
fainting state, incapable of listening or replying. 
There was but one thing to be done; — to gallop 
on in all haste to the nearest habitation, procure 
bread and wine, and hasten back to her relief. For 
the last four miles, no|; a house or cottage had been 
in eight; it seemed unlikely but that, now that I 
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had reached the open country, I should soon chance 
upon a dwellmg-house. 

" Never before had I so earnestly looked out for 
the twinkling light of a human habitation. I began 
to curse the moonlight, which, I thought, perplexed 
my eyes, as I galloped on and on without success. 
At last, somewhat more than a mile from the spot 
where I had left the sufferers, I was struck by the 
sound of music and laughter, proceeding, as I 
thought, from the meadows far down in the valley, 
below the raised road 1 was pursuing. For a mo- 
ment, as I have already owned, I was puzzled as to 
the origin of these unusual sounds. I saw, by the 
moonlight, groups of male and female haymakers, 
diminished by distance into pigmies; and it was 
only my recollection of what I had heard asserted 
of the harvest-industry of the Flemish, which con- 
vinced me that these night labourers were flesh and 
blood. Katchen's bridle was accordingly fastened 
to a wayside tree. I slid and climbed down the 
embankments of the road into the pastures below, 
made over hedge and ditch, and soon found myself 
in the midst of a goodly company of Walloon pea- 
sants, busily carting a fine growth of aftermatL 
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" My story was soon told— readily believed; and 
some slices of black bread, and a gourd full of 
Brabant beer, were heartily ofiered to me. But, 
what was more to the purpose, I was instructed 
that, a short distance further on the highroad, I 
should find a house of public entertainment, where 
it would be easy to obtain a horse and cart to 
remove the sick woman and child to safe lodgings 
for the night So said, so done. I made my way 
to the little inn of The Grolden Artichoke; and, 
if I did not take out twopence and give them to 
the host, played the good Samaritan to so much 
purpose that he flung aside his cotton nightcap 
and offered to drive the little wagcm so far as the 
Calvary. 

" To make a long tale short, or rather to abbre- 
viate that part of it of which I am myself the hero, 
suffice it that the poor woman gratefully accepted 
our succour ; and, when refreshed by food, was lifted 
into the cart, and, within an hour of my first ap- 
pearance on the spot, seated in the chimney-nook 
of the kitchen of The Golden Artichoke, watching 
the simmering of the broth I had ordered to be 
prepared for the child; while mine host, a recent 
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widower, was busy seliding his horse and eart for the 
Dight, so as not to incommode Katchen, an inmate 
of the same stable. 

While the woman sat waiting for the strengthen- 
ing (^ the food that was to nourish her feeble boy, 
with her poor, blue lips compressed, ai^d her long^ 
thin hands trembUng with weakness, as, every now 
and then, she skimmed the simmering pot, the child 
was laid to rest upon a clean deal table near the 
fireplace, a blanket folded beneath it for a bed, and 
her own cloak over it as a covering. 

^ ^ That cloak is too heavy for it in so hot a 
room,' said I, longing to stimulate my interesting 
companion to a word or two of conversation. 

" * Perhaps you are right — so weak and so ex- 
hausted as he is,' said she, removing the weighty 
garment from the body of the poor attenuated babe; 
and, taking what seemed a piece of cloth from her 
bosom, she spread it carefully over the child and 
returned to her place. 

" I could not bear this. The babe, thus covered, 
presented exactiy the appearance of a little corpse. 
I had once seen the body of a young child laid out, 
under circumstances so afflicting, that the force of 
reminiscence was too much for me. I fetched a 
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brighf>coIoured Barcelona handkerchief from my 
small saddle valise, and, snatching away the cloth, 
substituted the less ghastly silk in its room. 

" * Ah I do not move it — do not touch it !' cried 
the young woman, apparently shocked by my irre- 
verential action. 

" < The handkerchief is lighter and cooler for the 
little creature,' said I, in a tone of remonstrance. 

" * Perhaps so ; but the other is a relic — there is 
salvation in the other ! " said she, crossing herself. 
And, taking it from my hands, she pressed it to her 
lips and heart ; and, again uncovering the face of 
the sick child, replaced my despised oflPering with 
the fine damask napkin she seemed to prize so 
dearly. 

^^ I longed to ask for explanations; but, between 
the sufferings of the child and the duties of attend- 
ance, there was little time for questioning; and it 
was only when, on the return of Pierre from the 
stables, I learned that the few sleeping chambers of 
The Golden Artichoke, such as they were, were 
engaged to the extra hands at the adjoining farm 
of Gros Chenet, that I offered my services to sit up 
through the night in the kitchen with poor Mina. I 
could scarcely do otherwise; for the men, when, at 
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four in the morning, they returned from their carouse 
at the farm, were so merry with Louvain beer, that 
it needed all my eloquence to induce them to respect 
the sufferings of the dying child. 

" It was before they had returned, however, and 
by the gleams of flickering embers and a melan- 
choly watch-light, that Mina related to me her 
history. Let me tell it you as nearly as possible in 
her own words." 

" 1 am the child," said she, " of wealthy farmers 
on the frontier towards Charleroi — their eldest bom 
and their idol. My mother, too, was come of 
thriving people; and when she gave herself and 
her handsome portion to the rich fanner Regenhart 
of Florennes, it was said, in all the country round, 
that WAD she might sit like a lady all the rest of 
her days, spinning fancy thread, according to her 
favourite taste, of no mortal use for any earthly 
purpose. 

<^ Unluckily my mother got hearing of the taunt, 
for she was of a high spirit, and liked not to be 
made a jest by her neighbours; for, at the close of 
a year after her wedding-day, all those who had 
indulged in the remark were invited over to the 
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farm ; and there my good £atber made it his glory 
to display to them a damask table-doth with nap- 
kins to suit, the like of which iiad neveir been seen 
for fineness of texture in that part of the country. 
Each one of the napkins, sir, coold be drawn through 
Madame Regenhart's wedding-ring. Where they 
had been woven ('twas in some foreign city — die 
name I know not; it might be Hambnzg — it mig^ 
be Elberfeld), my father deigned not to disclose. 
He only explained that the flax was grown on his 
own lands, and the thread spun by the dainty fin- 
gers of his dear Marjory, ^who,' said be, < might, 
if idly inclined, sit like a lady in tier sanded parlour* 
with her hands crossed on her knees^ for the re- 
mainder of her life, and no one to say, * Why dost 
thou so?' — 

" * And what may be the use of this delicate 
napery, neighbour Regenhart?' asked Klartsch, 
the blacksmith, a bolder man than the rest ' Is it 
to be spread yonder, over your cherry wood table, for 
holidays, to be stained with beer sops, and daubed 
with prune sauce?' 

«<NoI' cried my father, planting his hands 
sturdily upon his hips, and surveying the whole 
company, < I have too much respect for Maijory's 
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hondywork to throw it away in welcoming such as 
y(m to my board. No ! goodies/ said he, address- 
ing two of the most cankered gossips of the village; 
' 'tis neithei; for you nor me to sup our porridge ofip 
a web the thread of ^ich might have been woven 
into Mechlin lace. This suit of table-linen, my 
fine friends, is destined to no less a person than his 
Highness the Stadtholder ; and I sent for ye to have 
a sight of it before 'tis packed and forwarded to my 
cousin, Regenhart, the merchant of Antwerp, who 
has undertaken to convey it to the Hague.' 

" Great, indeed, was the amazement of the en- 
vious neighbours; and though, for some days after- 
wards, they continued to scofi^ among themselves at 
the notion of a Flemish farmer pretending to send 
presents to a sovereign prince, yet when, at the end 
of a month, there came a letter to Marjory, with 
the seal and true hand-writing of her Highness the 
Princess of Orange (own sister, sir, to the King of 
Prussia, as you may have heard), full of thanks and 
commendations of the present, and begging her 
acceptance in return of a costly tankard of gilt 
silver — to look at, as good as gold, — you may guess 
whether my poor mother was pleased, and the 
neighbours mortified! My father had the Prin- 
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cess's letter framed and glazed, and hung up next 
to a sampler of needlework (the ten command- 
ments worked in the house of her parents by his 
beloved wife), as the chief ornament of their state 
parlour; while, in the glazed comer cupboard of 
the same chamber, was installed the splendid tan- 
kard, on a cloth of Utrecht velvet, with nothing on 
the shelf above, but a rich japanned ewer and 
basin of green enamel, presented as a wedding gift 
by my cousin Regenhart of Antwerp ; and nothing 
on the shelf below, but a tea-kettle and service, of 
Meissen porcelain, bought by my father, as a court- 
ship token for Marjory, at the fair of Diisseldorf. 

" Well, sir, all this magnificence did not serve 
to put my mother and her neighbours in better 
humour with each other. The very next year there 
came to be trouble in more countries than one ; and 
crowned kings were put down from their thrones, 
and kings without crowns set up in their places, — 
in plainer clothes, perhaps, with just as good a mind 
to make their greatness a bugbear to the people. 
Among those who were forced to fly their country, 
were the Stadtholder and his Princess ; and I have 
heard my poor mother say that not a soul in our 
village but was right glad of their misfortunes, only 
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because the rich Regenharts were now forced to 
remove from their parlour the letter and tankard, 
so great an eyesore to many. His Highness took 
refuge in England; perhaps, sir, you may have 
heard of him in your own country ? — 

" My parents, however, had other things to think 
of than to guess whether their fine damask had 
been pillaged with the rest of the Princess's be- 
longings; for, on the following year, I was bom; 
and, though my father had sadly longed for a 
son, glad enough he was to hear the first cry of a 
daughter. In spite of the ill-will of the neigh- 
bours, he determined to call me Wilhelmina, after 
the great Princess who had written so kindly to my 
mother ; and it was decided, according to the cus- 
tom of the country, that, ten days after my birth, 
my christening should be celebrated; and a gay 
and gaudy day it was to be at Florennes. 

" * Ay, ay !' said the gossips — * Farmer Regen- 
hart is killing his fatted calf, and the finest of his 
Chinese pigs, and the choicest of his flock. His 
people have been up to the cheese-loft, and down 
to the beer-cellar. They have emptied jars and 
jars of pears and plums for sauce ; and the dove- 
cot and the hen-roost will have something to say of 



Digitized 



by Google 



330 THE CHRISTENING CLOTH. 

their waste. There will even be a canister of 
Antwerp Regenharf s perfumed Persian tea, with 
sugarcandy as fine and as white as alabaster. The 
good cure, no doubt, will be invited to the feast; 
and the fanner will scarcely grudge him a golden 
ducat for so grand a service as baptizing my young 
Lady Regenhart with the name of her royal god- 
mother I Remains to see whether Mistress Mar- 
jory will have the audacity to put off some old 
house napkin as the christening cloth; — she, for- 
sooth, who chose to make herself spinstress to 
princes and princesses.' 

*< Thus they talked, sir, but they talked without 
book ; for when the day came, and the baptistery 
of the old church of Florennes was decked with 
fresh flowers in honour of the ceremony, and my 
comely godmother, wife of Hans, the miller, pre- 
sented me to the priest, it was seen, by all the idle 
and curious thronging the church and peeping 
through the iron palisades of the baptistery, that 
the christening cloth which, according to custom, 
my father respectfully presented as a gifit to the 
cure at the close of the ceremony, was whiter and 
finer than the finest lady's kerchief. — Tliere it lies, 
sir; judge yourself of its textiire. 
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" * This is yoUr wife's famous spinning, R^gen- 
hart?' asked the old priest, while a kindly smile 
lighted up his face. 

" * It is,' said my father, with a pleased, proud 
look, *My Marjory would have been loath to 
have it said that she gave to the throne what she 
grudged to the altar; and lotig after she was so 
round and portly (with submission to your rever- 
ence) that I had forbidden her to do a turn of 
work for me or mine, hum, hum, hum, went the 
wheel by my fireside. My good wife would not 
hear of laying it aside till she had completed a be- 
coming offering to tender to Monsieur le Cure.' 

" * Maijory is a good housewife. — Heaven pros- 
per her labours!' replied the priest ^See that 
she become not over thrifty in the things of this 
world. It is good to labour, and it is good to 
gather riches ; but, better still, to preserve a quiet 
mind and humble heart towards God. May this 
infant,' he continued, signing me anew with the 
sign of the cross, * grow to be a grace and blessing 
to ye ! —and, with my benediction, I bestow upon 
her this specimen of her mother's industry. It 
will serve as a foundation to begin her marriage 
trousseau* 
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^^ He smiled as he spoke, imprinting a kiss upon 
my forehead; and my godmother, Vrow Hans, 
told my poor mother, on her return to the farm, 
and has often told me since, that I smiled up in his 
venerable face in return when she laid the rich 
christening napkin over my cambric swaddling 
clothes, and carried me proudly home and laid me 
in my mother's bosom. Poor mother! she had 
not much occasion to rejoice in me. Some harm 
she took in her lying-in hung upon her ever after- 
wards; and she was an ailing sufferer to the day of 
her death. 

" There is no need to tell you, sir, — who are, no 
doubt, a book-learned gentleman, — how, soon after 
this, the French armies came fighting out their 
grievances on the Belgian territory. The first 
thing I can well remember of these changes of 
kings, and nations, and languages, was an outcry 
at Florennes that the brother of the French Em- 
peror Napoleon was going to be king in Holland, 
where my namesake, the dethroned Princess of 
Orange had reigned before. Our neighbours took 
care that we should have the earliest tidings of it ; 
and seemed to rejoice in the news as a mortifica- 
tion to our family. They thought it, however, no 
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rejoicing matter themselves^ that we had a French- 
man put over us in the new Mayor of Florennes, 
and French gendarmerie to rule the country, and 
French prefects to rule them ; and, above all, that 
their sons were to be carried off by the conscription 
to fill up the armies of Napoleon. My mother, 
sickly as she was, and without hope of further off- 
spring, now rejoiced that she was not the mother 
of a boy, to be carried oflP in his turn to the Grand 
Army; and both she and my father seemed to 
treasure me the more, that I was likely to abide 
with them always, and be a comfort to their old 
age. I was the darling of house and household ; 
a happy child — a very happy child; and, I may 
say, iherij a dutiful." 

Wilhelmina paused, and went and hung over 
her babe ; and, after she had wiped the cold dew 
from its forehead, with a comer of the christening 
napkin, methought I saw her raise it to her own 
eyes, as if to prevent the tears from falling. 

"Time went on, and went well with us," she 
continued, after resuming her place on the settle. 
" Whatever king might reign, my father was master 
of his farm ; and he seemed proud of seeing me 
grow up to womanhood, who was one day to be its 
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mistress; and still the only charge he laid upon 
me, was — ^Mina! — ^girl — never let thine eye be 
dazzled by a laced jacket; never dream, child, of 
marrying a soldier. Who thou wilt Reside, so he 
can prove himself an honest man, and an honest 
man's son. But no soldier! — HavVt we seen the 
fellows sell themselves from service to service, 
from king to king, as I might transfer a flock or 
herd? — And ar'n't they heard of in foreign lands — 
yonder in Prussia, for instance — making shame to 
the name of Frenchman or Belgian, by pilla^ng 
houses and lands — burning down bam and gamer 
— ^making free with money-chest and plate -press — 
with wife and daughter? — Robbers and reivers! 
— to plunder and bum the fruits of a hard-work- 
ing fellow-Christian's industry, merely because a 
bayonet on the shoulder, and cartridges in the 
pouch, seem to sanctify such wickedness!' — And 
then, sir, I was of my father's way of thinking ; for, 
then I had not seen Bernhard." 

" And who is Bemhard ? said I, with an involun- 
tary glance towards the sleeping child. 

" You guess rightly — Befnhard is the falser of 
that boy. A better father, a better husband, never 
breathed. It was not till after the death of my 
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poor motlier, that he came so familiarly to the 
farm ; for a modier would have seen the danger of 
admitting a fine young man like Bemhard, at all 
hours and seasons, meal-time and prayer-time, 
nutting in the woods or fishing in the Sambre. But 
my father liked Bemhard for the frankness of his 
sociability ; and I, at first perhaps beeause of my 
father's liking ; and, at length, for my own, and in 
good earnest. And, when, sixteen months after the 
commencement of our intimacy, Bemhard was 
drawn for a soldier, and refused the ofiers made 
him by his family to furnish a substitute to the 
conscription, I thought my. very heart would have 
broken. It was the eve of the grand expedition to 
Moscow, and substitutes were getting scarce*; so 
that, to have paid the money requisite, would have 
ruined Bemhard's friends, who were small, very 
small farmers in the neighbourhood of Florennes ; 
so he was perhaps right to persist, and on with the 
knapsack, like the rest. I did not think so then ; 
neither did my father, who was almost as loath as 
myself to part with the lad. Only he was displeased 
to observe what he thought a leaning in Bemhard's 
mind towards a military life ; for, during the three 
days intervening between the drawing and the 
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marching o£F of the conscripts, which is the custom 
of the young men to pass in parading the town and 
neighbourhood with the drum-major preceding 
them and flaunting cockades on their heads, Bern- 
hard was the noisiest of them all. He did not wish 
his friends to see what a bitter thing it was to him 
to quit Florennes. 

** Those three days, meanwhile, were grievous 
days to me. Bemhard had never spoken to me of 
his a£Fection — for / was rich and he was poor; — but 
I knew pretty well how it was with him, and better 
still how it was with me. I could not stop the tears 
from running down my cheeks, as I pretended to 
busy myself with my mother's old spinning-wheel ; 
and my father seemed so much concerned when he 
saw me weeping, that I could not but hope, in my 
heart, he would do something for Bemhard to pre- 
vent him going. But my father was proud, and 
expected Bernhard to ask him, or, at least, to speak 
first on the subject. He never left home during 
those three days, though his presence was wanted in 
the farm; but kept loitering near our door and 
looking out whenever the conscripts were coming ; 
and when, after the third day, the lads passed our 
door for the last time, my father banged it to with a 
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sort of desperate fury ; and, as the drum and fife 
sounded fainter and fainter in the distance along 
the high road, fixed his eyes upon me with a sort of 
settled obstinacy — as much as to say, * I have sworn 
you shall never be the wife of a soldier, and I will 
keep my word!' 

" I so perfectly understood the meaning of his 
looks, that I sank back in my chair without power 
to speak. I even seemed to forget for a moment, 
that Bemhard was quitting his native village for 
danger and death. All I had power to understand 
was, that my father had sworn I should never be- 
come the wife of a soldier. 

" From that day, a sort of enmity seemed to grow 
between me and my father. He was always pro- 
posing to me some marriage or another, — I always 
refusing; and, though he must have known how 
completely my happiness was wrapt up in Bemhard, 
there was no end to the pains the took to prevent 
my obtaining intelligence of the progress of the 
Grand Army. He forbad me all intercourse with 
Bemhard's family ; and, at length, forbad me even 
to quit the farm, lest I should, by chance, encounter 
them. Heaven knows I had little inclination to 
go abroad. — My sorrows, and my spinning wheel, 
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and the chimney corner, engrossed my whole at- 
tention. 

*' My father even threw out hints that he would 
marry again, unless I changed my proceedings. He 
said his home was grown worse than a prison ; and, 
to get rid of its gloominess, used to make off, even- 
ing after evening, to the house of my godmother, 
the widow of Hans the miller, to whom all Florennes 
persisted that he was paying his addresses. I never 
believed it, however, till he invited me one day to 
his wedding ; when experience taught me how great 
had been my folly, and what it was to have a step- 
mother. The new Madam Regenhart had six 
grown up children of her own, four of whom were 
soon settled at the farm ; and, thenceforward, my 
life became a burthen to me. 

" Trudchen and Maria, my good friends in child- 
hood, were now always twitting me with my love 
for a conscript. To please my father, they tried to 
laugh me out of my attachment for Bemhard, as if 
sach things were to be rooted out of the heart by 
idle scoflBng ! — A year passed thus — a very sad one ; 
not because the hand of my mother-in-law's autho- 
rity was heavy, but because bad tidings from the 
army darkened daily into worse and worse. At 
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last, the great blow came. Napoleon was defeated, 
to rise no more ; and how was I to learn whether 
Bemhard was among the victims already sacrificed 
to the madness of his ambition? The spring of 
1814 passed over ere I obtained a word that I could 
trust in ; but one summer morning, as I came out 
of church, a little child plucked me by the gown, 
whispering to me, in the name of Bemhard's mo- 
ther, that her son would shortly be at Florennes ! 
I had a silver dollar in my hand that I was about to 
drop into the aim's- trunk of the poor, as I had con- 
stantly done since my days of trouble ; but I hastily 
thrust it into the hand of the child. Nay, it was 
all I could do not to fall down on my knees and 
bless God there in his holy house. He lived — and 
that was enough. That I was about to behold him 
again, seemed almost too much I — 

«♦ That evening did not pass but I had learned 
the best and worst of my destiny. Bemhard came, 
presented himself at the farm, — no longer a laugh- 
ing lad, but a way-worn, hard-voiced soldier. My 
father held out his hand to him when he entered, 
which was more than I expected ; and sat listening, 
with changing colour and glaring eyes, when Bern- 
hard recounted all the horrors he had witnessed, — 
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the blazing city, the frost-defeated troops, the mas- 
sacres, the desperation. He even pledged him in 
a cordial cup, and I thought kind feelings of old 
times were springing up between them ; and Triid- 
chen and Maria pointed out, scornfully, to each 
other, the bright red flush of delight that was burn- 
ing on my cheeks. But when the time came for 
Bernhard to take leave for the night my father 
spoke out : — 

" * You and I, my lad,' said he, * must under- 
stand each other. If you come here as a neighbour's 
son whom I liked in old times, to taste my beer and 
have a dish of gossip over the strange sights of the 
times, — well and good. But if you fancy things are 
to be as they used, or that you are to patch up the 
threadbare coat on your back with Mina's dowry, 
you mistake black for white, and there's an end 
on't. I have said, in your hearing, ten thousand 
times, that no girl of mine should mate with a 
soldier. You might have borne the saying in mind 
when you refused your old father's oflFer of selling 
his orchard to the notary of Charleroi, and sending 
a man in your place. I know — I know !— You did 
not choose to bring ruin on your family. Right 
enough, perhaps; but plain proof that you loved 
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father, mother, and grandmother better than Mina 
there, who fancies she loves you so dearly« Under- 
stand, therefore, friend Bemhard, that my wench is 
not for your market ! Times, you see, are altered 
here ; and were she to give her ear to you in defi- 
ance of my authority, without more ado I would cut 
her oflF with a grosch, and settle my property on my 
wife's two grinning minxes there, Triidchen and 
Maria, whom I like none the better, I can tell 
them, for the triumph they are enjoying at my 
daughter's expense.' 

" Madam Regenhart now interposed in defence 
of her children ; but my father's business was with 
Bemhard. * Is it, then, a bargain, my lad?' said 
he. * Do you consent to give up all notion of 
Mina?' 

" * I do Twti replied Bemhard, with firmness. 
* You say that times are altered here. They are 
so ; for Mina has reached woman's estate, and can 
judge for herself. Her home is not what it was; 
she may now wish to leave it even for a roof so poor 
as mine. Here, therefore, before your face, I offer 
her my hand and heart, and the tender welcome of 
my family. Had I aught else to give, she knows it 
would be hers.' 



Digitized 



by Google 



342 THE CHRISTENING CLOTH. 

" « You daref'^excitamed my father, with kin- 
dling eyes. 

** * I daref* replied Bernhard, calmly. * I have 
fought for my country. My wounds and my suf- 
ferings have given me the right to speak as a man, 
and as a man to claim an answer. But it must be 
from her* Mina I' he continued, addressing me — 
* for five long years I have dearly loved you. Will 
you be mine?' 

^< < Not against my father's desire,' I faltered, 
not daring to look him in the face. 

^< ^ Desire ?' cried the old man, fiercely. < Is that 
your milk-and-water word ? I tell you, girl, that, 
if ever you wed this man, or any other wearing the 
same habit, my eternal malediction shall be upon 
you and upon your children's children, for ever- 
more.' 

^^ I know not what ensued. I was lying on my 
bed with my father hanging over me, when I reco- 
vered my recollection. < Bernhard is gone,' said 
he^ in a hoarse voice, as he bade me adieu for the 
night ^ Bernhard has quitted the house; — ^he will 
do well to quit the village— -for you must meet no 
more.' 

^< He did not quit the village; however, he had 
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obtain^ two months' leave of absence, to visit liis 
relations; and, for the sake of his aged parents, it 
behoved him to remain. My step-mother and her 
children contrived that my father should hear daily 
and hourly of his sojourn at Fiorennes; and the 
old man's wrath was soon stirred up against him by 
new offences; for Bemhard, like all the soldiers of 
the Emperor, leaned towards the dominion of the 
French, and desired, since Belgium was not to be* 
come an independent kingdom, that it might remain 
subjected to the laws under which it had so greatly 
prospered; while my father^ who had thrown up his 
cap for joy at the first news of the Stadholder's 
return to his dominions, could not restrain his 
ecstasy on learning that Flanders had been tacked 
by the great parliament of kings at Aix la Chapelle 
to the kingdom of Holland. In his delight at find- 
ing the Stadholder become an anointed king, and 
my royal namesake a queen, he lost all thought of 
the dignity of his native country. This, of course, 
begat greater ill-will between him and Bemhard; 
and the whole place seemed to take part with one 
or the other. My step-mother harassed me by con- 
stant reproaches; her children allowed me no in- 
terval of peace. I was very, very unhappy. 
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'< In the midst of all this, my father determined, 
as if for vengeance sake, to marry me to the son of 
Klartsch, the blacksmith, whom, in other days, he 
would scarcely have judged worthy to enter my 
presence.. The man was a sot, a ruffian, a profane 
swearer ; one of whom I never could bear the sight 
Bernhard's leave was almost expired, when Madam 
Regenhart hit upon this method to drive me to des^ 
peration. I felt that, when he was gone, I should 
have no protector against the violence of my father 
— that I should be sacrificed to the interests of 
Trudchen and Maria ; and, as I had now attained 
the age of independence, I accepted the generous 
proposals of Bemhard, when once more he offered 
me a loving heart and tranquil home. I quitted 
my father's roof — already a place of torment to me. 
I quitted Florennes, my birth-place, the grave of 
my mother; and, with tears upon my face and 
terror in my heart, became the wife of my faithful 
Bemhard." 

" In my own country,** interrupted I taking pity 
upon her distress, '^ such circumstances are by no 
means uncommon." 

" They are in ours; — happily, they are in owr*," 
she replied; "for, since I became a mother, I 
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seem better to understand how heart-piercing must 
be the rebellion of a child. In ours, sir, filial piety 
is. the first of duties. We are taught to reverence 
old age in all ; — but in our parents, with fear, trem- 
bling, and submission. An undutiful child, sir, is 
an outcast here; and you see I am an outcast. — 
My father's curse pursues me, — pursues that babe ! " 
— And again she sobbed aloud, in profound afHic-> 
tion. 

" Well, sir, I followed my husband to his regi- 
ment, and with his regiment. It was one of those 
which Napoleon had always named with honour as 
his * braves Beiges f and my Bemhard was noted 
among the bravest of them. I had a little fund 
that afforded us all the help we needed at starting ; 
and he was quartered at a cheerful happy spot, — 
the town of Huy, on the Mouse, where a grand 
citadel was already in progress of construction. 
Poor Bemhard looked with an evil eye on every 
stone that was laid of it. * 'Tis a damned Dutch 
dike of demarcation,' said he, * which the blue- 
breeches and the red-coats are building up, to se- 
parate us eternally from that vast and beautiful 
France, under whose banners we at least obtained 
glory and adyancement' 

q3 
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<^ I thought of my poor father's hatred against 
the French, and said nothing; and while we were 
thus meeting our destiny together, cheerfully, affec- 
tionately, and with full trust in the Almighty and 
each other, yonder little boy was bom. 

" Till that time, I had taken less thought than 
perhaps I ought of my father's alienation. But the 
moment I became a mother, I seemed to think as 
I had never thought before, of my parents and 
their rights. I dearly longed to shew my babe to 
my father. I obtained my kind husband's permis- 
sion to name it after my father. I dreamed of my 
father, — I prayed for him, — I yearned after him ; 
and, at length, unable to repress my feelings, ad- 
dressed a letter to him, saying that I was well and 
happy, — submissive, though not repentant,— and 
humbly praying for his forgiveness." 

" And old Regenharfs answer contained?" — ^ 
" A reiteration of his cruel malediction !" 
" Then," said I, " he must be a cruel, un- 
christian man ; and his animosity is not worth fret- 
ting for." 

** Ah, sir ! it took fatal efifect upon me and 
mine! — Misfortunes soon came upon me; and 
nothing that I could say or do would prevent Bern- 
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hard from speaking his tnind in places where minds 
are not to be spoken, touching the ill luck of his 
native country, in falling to the lot of a Prince 
whom he would never designate otherwise than 
King of the Butter-Firkins, or Field-Marshal 
Schiedam. — All this was duly reported ; and he was 
reprimanded and reprimanded, and all to no pur- 
pose. The more punishment given him to increase 
his loyalty to the House of Orange, the less he 
liked the new king. And it was a strange thing, 
sir, in my husband, — for King William was a good 
man and merciful, and Well-inclined to further the 
prosperity of his new kingdom But the taxes and 
imposts were high; and, whenever a fresh one 
came to be talked about, Bemhard was giving his 
free opinion, and throwing up his police-cap in 
honour of Napoleon and Belgium ! 

« I did not live in barracks with my husband. 
During my mother's lifetime, she had bestowed on 
me from time to time little sums in gold, earnings 
or savings of her own, which she bade me treasure 
up and say nothing of to my father. 

« Strange things happen,' she used to say. * "Hs 
no bad thing for even the happiest of wives to have 
a nest-egg against a day of trouble.' And she was 
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right; for, when I rashly quitted my father's house, 
that sum — a large one, for poor folks like Bemhard 
and me — became our sheet-anchor; and, even after 
my boy's birth, I had nearly fifty ducats left, for 
future exigencies. 

^< One night, sir, it was very late, and I had sat 
up in my lodging expecting home Bemhard from 
the barracks ; and, as the hour was past when the 
men were rung in, my mind misgave me that he 
had come to some mischief. I entertained little 
doubt that he had been at hb politics again, 
and, perhaps, been clapped into the guard-house ; 
but, behold I at midnight, just as I was putting 
down the baby into hb cradle, after having him up 
to nurse, I heard a well-known step on the stair, 
and in rushed Bemhard ; his face flushed, but not 
with drinking, — it was easy to see thaty for his eyes 
neither sparkled nor were heavy with the efiects of 
liquor. 

^^ * Mina,' said he, instead of answering my ques- 
tions as to where he had been, ^ how long would it 
take you to pack up your traps, and such of the 
child's asjire movable, to quit this place ?' 

" * Quit this place V I exclaimed. * Is the regi- 
ment under marching orders V — 
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"^No matter/ replied my husband^ — * answer 
my question/ 

" * You have reason to know,' I replied, smiling, 

' that I am not very difficult to move. We owe 

nothing in the town but the last week's rent for our 

lodgings ; and in an hour and a half, I could clear 

all up, pack our few clothes, and be ready to start. 

But I hope there is no occasion to move the child 

at such an hour as this ? Surely you will wait till 

to-morrow?' — 

" * Not an hour — not a second!' — cried he. 

* 
^ Make what speed you can ; all you hold dear on 

earth depends on your activity. If you love me, 
ask no questions. By this time to-morrow, — not 
sooner, — all shall be explained.' 

" I had promised Bernhard at the altar to love 
and obey him : how was I to resist his will in this 
thing? — Within the appointed time, sir, all was 
cleared up in our little lodging, — the amount of 
our rent deposited on the stone ; and, at about two 
o'clock of a dull hazy autumn night, we crept out 
of the house ; Bernhard almost sinking under a 
large bundle containing our necessaries, and I car- 
rying a basket and the boy. We were quartered 
then, sir, at a small town only a few leagues from 
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the frontier; but our lodgings were luckily in a 
suburb without the walls ; and, on reaching a turn- 
ing of the road, about a quarter of a league from 
the town, I was surprised to find a cart and horse, 
into which, without a word of explanation, Bern-* 
hard bundled us all. Away we went at a smart 
pace, which roused up the babe, and set him cry- 
ing piteously. The wind whistled, and drove eddies 
of decaying leaves into our faces from the high 
trees bordering the road. But Bemhard said not 
a word to comfort me or quiet the child. He 
seemed exhausted, mind and body, by a great 
efibrt ; and, having laid my hand upon his sleeve^ 
in climbing into the cart, I perceived that he no 
longer wore his uniform. The truth now flashed 
into my mind — ^he had deserted and we were making 
our way across the frontier ! — 

" Three fatal leagues of road still lay before us ! 
He might be taken. O Heavens ! what would be 
the result of such a misfortune ? — I dared not utter 
a syllable of inquiry to my husband. He had re- 
quested me to forbear; and a request from Atm 
was the same as a promise from myseK. I knew 
not even the exact distance which would set us free 
from danger of pursuit; and it was almost a sur- 
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prise when at last the driver suddenly pulled up ; 
and I learned, from a few words whispered between 
him and my husband, that we had now reached the 
spot where his agreement of conveyance ended; 
and that we were about to diverge on foot from the 
high road, to cross the frontier, at a point of the 
fields secure from military or excise inspection. 
The man, already paid for his services and appa- 
rently a friend to my husband, wished us well at 
parting; and the rattling of the cart was soon lost 
in the distance. 

" Heavy was the task to make our way through 
the mists of a chilly night across the country, 
ancle-deep in a miry clay that rendered it all but 
impracticable, burdened as we were. But terror 
pricks like a spur. To falter was to decree the 
death of Bemhard; and on I toiled, till, at length, 
after two hours' labour, we stumbled, as if by 
chance, on a high embankment, over which my 
husband managed to lift me, babe and all ; and no 
sooner did he find us safely lodged on the highroad 
that ran below, than he clasped us together in his 
arms; then, uncovering his head, breathed a thanks- 
giving to Heaven, which assured me that he was in 
safety. 
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" A heavy weight was taken off my breast; and 
I sat down by the wayside and wept till my heart 
seemed like to break. It was almost daylight before 
we set out again, rested and relieved; and, just at 
sunrise, we reached a hamlet, at the door of one of 
whose cottages my husband knocked gently, and, 
presenting a slip of a letter to the aged woman who 
lifted the latch, she smiled encouragingly in our 
faces, and bade us welcome as though we were 
expected guests. 

" I need not weary you, sir, with further details. 
That evening, we proceeded, by a public convey- 
ance, about thirty leagues' distance into France, to 
a retired village called Isigny, where Bernhard gave 
himself out as a Burgundian, and hired a small 
cottage, with a meadow and orchard, sloping to 
a beautiful brook. We were soon installed there. 
I saw it was his intention to take up his abode in 
a foreign land for the remainder of his days ; and 
what mattered it to me ? Where he was, there was 
my home, my country ; and, as to my father, what 
chance had I rww of propitiating his pardon ?" — 

« But what can have been the motive which 

instigated so good a soldier as Bernhard to" 

I could not finish the sentence. 
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" To desert 1*^ added Wilhelmina, in a low, em- 
phatic tone. « Yes, sir I that is the word — the 
grievous word That it should ever be applied to 
a noble, upright soul, such as my husband I But, 
verily, he had his excuse. On the day preceding 
that which ended so miserably, Bemhard obtained 
certain intelligence that, in order to rid the country 
of so factious a subject, he had been draughted into 
another regiment; — ^that his route was already made 
out for Rotterdam, where his new corps was under 
order of embarkation for Batavia. * To remove my 
wife and babe to so pestilentia] a climate was a 
cruel thing,' said Bemhard, when he recounted to 
me the history of his fall — * to leave you both be- 
hind, poor and friendless, equally heart-rending. 
I thought it over, Mina, for four and twenty hours. 
For one whole night, I lay, shedding my silent 
tears by your side ; and in the morning, I felt that 
it could not be. What claim had this William of 
Orange upon me^ that was bom no subject of his, 
that I should go and rot away my life in his pesti- 
lential marshes, far from my wife and child, or see 
them perish under my eyes beside the fetid canals 
of Batavia? The Congress, which they say allotted 
us Belgians like a herd of dumb beasts to be the 
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bondsmen of the House of Nassau, could not, in 
lawful justice, before God, condemn me to death 
for refusing to be banished into Asia for the gain 
of one who was no more to me by tie of inborn 
loyalty than an Inca of Peru.' " 

** I am not over and above skilled in casuistries 
of this kind," said Bagshaw, interrupting his narra- 
tion ; << but I own, it seemed to me, that poor 
Bemhard's arguments, if not according to the kw^ 
were tolerably cogent according to the equity of the 
case. Whatever his Majesty the King of Belgium 
and Holland might be, I myself felt perfectly in- 
clined to overlook his transgression. And poor 
Mina, discovering my favourable verdict, gained 
courage to proceed. It appeared that Bernhard, 
established under an assumed name in the retired 
hamlet where they first took refuge, fancied himself 
secure from pursuit'^ 

« We were happy in ourselves," continued his 
wife — " happy in our child — happy in a life of 
prosperous labour. AH around us throve — all we 
undertook succeeded ; and, fool that I was, I fan- 
cied that, whatever might be the error of Bernhard 
in the eyes of man, the eyes of God beheld us with 
a forgiving and favouring eye. It was a valley of 
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green pastures where our dwelling laj, between 
shelving banks clothed with rich hanging woods. 
The air was a mild one ; the flowers came earlier, 
and freer, and fresher there than at Florennes; 
and already the boy began to take note of them, 
and to smile at their beauty. But I will not dwell 
upon it alL It was a dream too bright to last ; and 
the waking, sir, was very, very terrible ! There 
came gendarmes into the country to search for a 
criminal who had escaped from prison at Mons; 
and, during the inquiries that arose, my husband 
was detected as a deserter by the sigwdement al- 
ready forwarded by the authorities of Charleroi to 
the French police. He was seized, sir, — ^tom from 
me, — ^tom from his home ; and / remained in a 
state of agony and su£Pering, rendering it impossible 
to follow him ! For a whole week, a delirious fever 
confined me to my bed; during that time, my 
child fretted itself ill under the mismanagement of 
strangers; and, long ere my own strength was 
restored, I was hanging over the dying bed of my 
boy!— 

^^ But God has been good to me in this. He 
has spared my babe — he has spared me to watch 
over him; yet if, as those who know best aver. 
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Bernhard must be condemned, condemned to deaths 
— ^may He be still more merciful, and call us to 
himself I*' 

" And you are on your way to rejoin your hus- 
band?^' I inquired, deeply penetrated by her afflic- 
tion. 

<^ As soon as the health of my child permitted, 
sir, I fled from Isigny, the place where trouble had 
overtaken us. But I resolved, oh my way to Namur, 
where Bernhard lies in prison awaiting his court 
martial, to turn aside to Florennes, and throw my- 
self, for the last time, at the feet of my father. It 
may be superstition, sir; but it seems to me, that if 
his curse were recalled, the wrath of the Almighty 
would be appeased I Of all my earthly possessions, 
I have retained as a token of my mother's love, only 
that christening cloth which she fancied was to be 
the foundation of an abundant household-store for 
her child. Wrapt in that sacred covering, I would 
fain have placed my child in his arms ; and then he 
could not, — he would not have refused it his bless- 
ing. But the precarious state of my poor babe has 
frustrated my hopes; and, in six days, Bernhard 
will be called upon to take his trial !" — 

" Six days? — ^you are sure that it is not for six 
days?''— 
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« On the 24th, rir — I have numbered the hours, 
the minutes; they may be the last my husband is 
fated to behold on earth !'' 

" Then there will be time !'* was my murmured 
ejaculation. . And, without entering into explana- 
tion further than by affording to Mina the means 
of reaching Florennes by a public conveyance, I 
appointed her a rendezvous at Namur, recom- 
mended her to the care of mine host of the Golden 
Artichoke, and, before daylight, was recommend- 
ing, once more, to poor Katchen, the utmost speed, 
to enable me to reach Spa without delay. 

<^ By old Coquerel's usual breakfast hour, I had 
rendered up my accounts. Profiting by the good 
humour produced in my patron by the sight of my 
balance sheet, I told him my story, and implored 
him to exercise his well-known interest with the 
JCing, in behalf of Bemhard. 

« * Poor wife ! — ^poor child !' murmured the good 
old man, when I had concluded my story. * And 
this,' continued he, examining the cloth of fine 
damask wMch Mina at my earnest prayer, had 
deposited in my hands; ^ this is the counterpart, 
you say, of the linen spun for his Majesty, five and 
twenty years ago, by Regenhart's wife ? — 'Tis well ! 
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— It may serve to bring the circumstance to his 
remembrance. Memory is an instinct in kings. 
In my interviews with William, I have known him 
advert to trifles of earlier date and similar insigni- 
ficance. I am about to address a memorial to him 
respecting a fieuther improvement in the machinery 
of his royal cannon foundry at Namur. He has 
offered me choice of favours more often and more 
widely than I should care to have it generally 
known; and, to beg the life of a fellow-creature, 
is to afford him a double occasion of conferring a 
benefit You^ Bagshaw, shall be the bearer of my 
memorial, and of a letter containing the particulars 
you have just related. The Court is at Brussels. 
Lose no time ; by to-morrow, you may ob^n an 
audience.' — 

<< Nothing more easy than access to the presence 
of William of Orange. But, even had it been 
otherwise, a letter from Coquerel the mechanist, — 
Coquerel, whose introduction of British machinery 
into Flanders, is a chief cause of its commercial 
prosperity, — Coquerel, the cherished of Napoleon, 
the right hand of kings, — would have secured my 
admission. Nothing could be simpler than the 
manners and habits of the King of the Netherlands; 
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nothing more straightforward, more intelligcint^ 
than his mode of interrogating me respecting the 
circumstances of the Regenhart family, after 
perusing the communication of my patron. 

^^ Kings are not fond of giving hopes — they leave 
that to their ministers. Unless there is certainty 
in the case, they are wise enough to hold their 
tongues. His Majesty, King William, sent me 
back to Namur with about as much insight into 
his intentions as if I had made a voyage to Guinea, 
and been conversing with the King of Dahomy; 
saying that he would signify his pleasure to the 
Sieur Coquerel as early as possible. On arriving at 
Namur, where my worthy master was to meet me, 
to receive an account of my embassy, an accident 
moat unluckily occurred in one of the newly-in- 
vented furnaces, which, for the moment, engrossed 
his attention, and ought to have engrossed mine ; 
nor was it till the fifth day after quitting The 
Golden Artichoke, that I was able to make my 
way to the obscure inn in the neighbourhood of 
the citadel, whither I had directed Mina. 

To my utter consternation, I found, on reaching 
the place, that no person answering to my descrip- 
tion had made her appearance. Either she had 
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been detained near Battices by the debility of her 
child, or some accident had occurred to her on her 
way to Florennes ! My next inquiries related to 
Bemhard; and an intelligent corporal of dragoons 
who frequented the house, acquainted me that the 
garrison-court had been sitting for the last two 
days, and that the rigour displayed in the trials 
already decided before the tribunal, admitted of 
little hope that a deserter would find mercy. I 
was still speaking to him, when the feeble accents 
of a familiar voice interrupted my inquiries. The 
poor wife, so soon to become a widow, had that 
moment arrived. The child was no longer in her 
arms. I dared not ask for it; but my looks, I 
suppose^ expressed the impression I had conceived. 

" * Not dead — no I — I trust in all-powerful Pro- 
vidence, not dead I ' she faltered in reply. * After 
you left me, every minute seemed likely to be its 
last. But the time is almost expired, and 1 could 
tarry no more. I have left my boy to the pity of 
strangers, to hasten to him. — Have you good news 
for me, sir? — You said when we parted that you 
had formed projects for us— that you had an open- 
ing in our favour. — What tidings?' 

" * At present, none,' said I. * I have done my 
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best; but nothing, alas ! has been efiected by my 
interference.' 

" • And to-morrow the court-martial sits V cried 
Mina. • If pothing has been, nothing wiU be done. 
Ah ! sir, why did you deceive me ? — why raise hopes 
you had not the means to realize ?' — 

" I forbore to remonstrate with her injustice. 
But, in her agony of mind, she had already for- 
gotten her displeasure in an appeal for information 
to my friend the corporal; and I could not but 
admire with what delicacy the man who, but a mo- 
ment before, had replied to me with the harsh 
coarseness of naked truth, evaded giving her pain, 
even while he evaded giving her hope. By his 
humane interference, too, she succeeded in obtain- 
ing immediate access to the Governor, and pro- 
curing a warrant of admission to the prisoner. I 
myself accompanied Mina as far as the wicket . 
promising to return and fetch her at the hour for 
closing for the night ; and nothing could be more 
singular than the contrast between the feverish, ex- 
cited, panting, half-frantic woman whom I saw rush 
through the wicket, to be conducted to the cell of 
her husband ; and the inanimate form consigned to 
my arms by the turnkey on my return. Mina had 
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proved unable to support the shock of what was 
probably their last parting, — their last parting save 
one. — She was still in a state of insensibility when, 
by the kindness of the innkeeper^s wife, I saw her 
laid on a comfortable bed ; and all I learned at the 
citadel and in the barrack-yard of the probability 
of capital sentence upon the prisoner, inclined me 
to wish that her senses might not immediately be 
restored. She could not remain too long uncon- 
scious of the horror of her situation. 

" On my return to my duties, a severe reprimand 
awaited me from both Coquerel and his foreman, 
for having absented myself at so critical a time. 
It was in vain that I represented to my master the 
cause of my absence. His interest in the fate of 
the young couple seemed wholly merged in the 
irritation produced by the recent catastrophe at the 
foundry. Nor could I blame him ; for it had been 
attended by loss of life ; and the distress he had re- 
cently witnessed in the families of the two work- 
men sacrificed to an experiment, seemed to have 
rendered him callous to every other appeal to his 
feelings. 

« On the morrow morning, I would have given 
worlds to proceed to the military court to see how 
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matters stood ; or, at the worst, to have imparted 
such comfort to Bernhard's wife as the presence of 
a sympathising friend can afford* But this was 
impossible. The funeral of the two workmen was 
to take place at the cemetery without the walls ; 
and Coquerel not only presided in person over the 
melancholy ceremony, but insisted that his whole 
establishment should afford a token of respect to 
the memory of their deceased comrades. Such a 
solemnity, at such a moment, was not calculated to 
raise my spirits. My heart sickened as I saw the 
two coffins lowered into the grave; and felt that, 
perhaps, at that moment, sentence of death might 
be passing upon Bemhard. 

" Thanks, however, to one of those nice points 
of legal sophistry by which judge-advocates can 
save the life of a man especially honoured by kingly 
protection, Mina's husband was pronounced " ac- 
quitted I ^^ The fact of desertion was proved and 
admitted, but it was submitted as a point of law to 
the opinion of the court whether Bernhard, at the 
moment of deserting, had not been formally 
draughtedyrom the corps, from whose head-quarters 
he had made his escape, without being regularly en- 
tered into the regiment sentenced to sail for Java. 
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The court bowed and was convinced. He was dis- 
missed with a severe reprimand ; and when the poor 
fellow conveyed in person the glad tidings to his 
scarcelj-conscious wife, an autograph letter from 
King William was placed in the hands of my old 
master, containing the usual flummery about allow- . 
ing justice and the laws to take their course, and 
enclosing the brevet of a small pension, secured by 
Her Majesty the Queen of the Netherlands, to 
the daughter of Marjory Regenhart of Florennes. 

" * The loyal zeal and industry of your mother 
have not escaped my recollection,' said the second 
letter, addressed by WUhelmina of Prussia, to the 
favoured family. ' The sight of the very curious 
specimen of damask, forwarded by the Sieur Co- 
querel of Namur, forcibly recalled to my mind the 
eventful moment (the birth of my son) when 
Madam Regenhart's valuable gift reached the 
Hague.' 

" Touched to the soul by tidings of the trials she 
had sustained, old Regenhart opened his heart and 
house to his penitent daughter, her husband and 
child ; and closed them upon the family of Madam 
Regenhart the second, who was now gone to rejoin 
Hans the miller, to the infinite relief of her house- 
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hold. And should you ever visit the Royal Palace 
at the Hague, inquire for the queen's private apart- 
ments, look into a glass cabinet of curiosities on the 
left-hand side of the fire-place, in the blue-satin 
dressing room, and you will see a somewhat disco- 
loured, but exquisitely wrought damask napkin, 
which will enable you to prove to the groom of the 
chambers that you are wiser than himself by ac- 
quainting him that this nameless relique was a gift 
hallowed to the church and by the church, to be- 
come a talisman to the child of Marjory Regenhart, 
and a token of royal gratitude and clemency — It 
is, in short, nothing less than the Christening 
Cloth of Wilhelmina, the farmer's daughter of 
Florennes." 



the end. 
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NOTICE. 



In consequence of the assertion of more than 
one critical journal, that the tales contained in 
my former collection, entitled, " Mary Ray- 
mond," were translated from the French, it may 
be desirable to state, that the stories now offered 
to the reader, as well as those forming the series 
in question, are, without a single exception, 
original. 

f C, F, Gore. 
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